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THE SUPPLICANTS. 



ARGUMENT. 

The Supplicants are the mothers of the Argive chiefs, who 
fell in the cause of Polynices before the gates of Thebes. 
Creon, who succeeded to the crown on the death of the bro- 
thers, exceeded the inhuman injunctions of Eteocles, and 
refused the rites of sepulture, not only to Polynices, but to 
all the leaders who perished in that attack, commanding 
that their bodies should lie unburied, and exposed to ra- 
venous birds and beasts of prey. Adrastus, king of Argos, 
being unable to prevail on Creon to restore the bodies of 
his friends, and not being in a condition to appeal to arms, 
goes to Eleusis, and implores the protection of Theseus, 
king of Athens : the mothers of the dead chiefs attend him : 
these form the Chorus, and suppliantly intreat that benevo- 
lent hero to engnge in their cause. Theseus is induced to 
consent to an armed interference in behalf of these unfortu- 
nate women through the intercessions of his mother iEthra : 
having defeated the Theban forces in a general engagement, 
he restores the dead bodies of the fallen leaders to the em- 
braces of their friends ; and the goddess Minerva recom- 
mends that the past kindness of the monarch should be re- 
compensed by an oath from the Argives of close and perpe- 
tual alliance with the Athenians. — [The scene is at the altar 
of Ceres, which was placed in the area before her temple at 
Eleusis.] 



ATHRA, ADRASTUS, CHORUS. 

Mth. Protectress of Eleusis and this land, 
Propitious Ceres, and you holy men 
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Attendant on her shrines, with favor look 

On me, on Theseus, on the Athenian realms, 

And ou the state of Pittheus, whose fond care 5 

In royal splendor train'd my early years, 

Till his loved jEthra to P and ion's son, 

MgeuB, the father gave, by Phoebus warn'd. 

Such vows I breathe, beholding these, who left 

Their seats at Argos, and with suppliant boughs 10 

Fall at my aged knees ; for full of horror 

Are their afflictions. Childless is their age, 

Their seven brave sons slain at the gates of Thebes, 

Whom late Adrastus, king of Argos, led 

To avenge the exiled Polynices, join'd 15 

In marriage with his daughter, and with arms 

To assert his share of royalty, derived 

From OEdipus. The chiefs fallen by the spear 

The mothers would inter ; the victor's pride 

Forbids, nor suffers them to bear away 20 

The dead, insulting the just laws of heaven. 

Touch'd with the common grief my needful aid 

Adrastus craves, moistening his eye with tears, 

And lies lamenting this unhappy war, 24 

And the lost troops that march'd from Argos with him. 

Me he conjures to supplicate my son 

By friendly embassy, or hostile arms, 

To bear the dead away, assigning them 

The common rights of sepulture. This task 

On Theseus and the Athenian state alone 30 

He charges. Haply from my house I came 

Bringing the first oblations to this shrine 

For our well-cultured land; here first the corn 

3 The temple of Ceres, in which her mysteries were cele- 
brated, was at Eleusis, a town of Attica, not far from Athens: 
there was also a temple at Athens, culled Eleusinium, sacred 
to Ceres and Proserpine, 
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Waved o'er the field its bearded head, and gave 

Promise of plenty ; hence these verdant stalks 35 

Unbound I grasp, attending at the altars 

Of Proserpine and Ceres. Touch'd with pity 

At the hoar hairs of these lamenting mothers 

Reft of their sons, and with religious awe 

Their holy wreaths revering, to the town 40 

A herald have I sent to call my son ; 

That either from our land this mourning train 

He may remove, or at their suppliant tears 

Redress their rigorous wrongs. By man unaided 

No deed will female modesty attempt. 46 

Cho. See at thy knees an aged matron falls, 
And with a voice, which years have hallow'd, begs, 
Conjures thee to restore our sons, that lie 
Mouldering in death, their livid corses cast 
A prey to ravening savages that haunt 50 

The mountain thickets. See these tears, that move 
Thy pity, melting round mine eyes : behold 
These cheeks, which age hath furrow'd, by my 

hands 
Streaming with blood. Is there not cause ? My sons, 
My slaughtered sons I brought not to my house, 55 
Nor see the mounds rise o'er their buried limbs. 
And thou too, reverend lady, art a mother ; 
Thou with a son hath bless'd thy husband's bed : 
What then had been thy thoughts? What must be 

mine? 
How wretched in my slaughter'd son, that lies 00 

A putrid corse ! Plead then our cause ; in treat 
Thy son, to whom we urge our suit, persuade him, 

33 At Eleusis in the Rharian fields they say that corn was 
first sown, and first produced a crop; and there the thresh- 
ing-floor, called by the name of Triptolemus, and his altar 
are shown. 



C EURIPIDES. • 

Advancing to Ism en us, to restore 

The bodies of the youths to these sad hands, 

That I may celebrate the solemn rites, 65 

And lay them in a marble monument. 

Not to constrain thee fall I at thy knees, 

Not so, I come a suppliant to these fires 

Which on the altars blaze : yet have we justice ; 

And thou hast power, thus happy in thy son, 70 

To rescue me from my unhappiness. 

My sufferings claim thy pity ; I beseech thee, 

Give me my son, that, wretched as I am, 

I yet may clasp my son's lamented body. 

Groans to groans succeeding (low : 75 

Now the sad attendant train 
Smite their hands in speechless wo, 

Sorrowing partners of my pain. 

You, whom black misfortune's hand 
Led this mournful way with me, 80 

Haste, and join the afflicted baud 
Pluto sternly joys to see. 

Ruthless strive your cheeks to tear, 
Till the blood your white hands stain : 

These are offerings of despair, 85 

Offeriugs grateful to the slain. 

Mine the unsated joy to shed 
From these eyes the mournful rain ; 

Like the rock, whose wave-wash'd head 
Ceaseless drops into the main. 90 

Yes, my tears shall ceaseless flow, 
Ceaseless rise the heart-rending groan : 
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'Tis the luxury of wo, 
Mourning o'er my slaughtered son. 

When affliction rends our breast, 95 

Sighs and tears are all we have : 

O that my sorrows were at rest, 
Slumbering in the oblivious grave ! 

THESEUS, ATHRA, ADRASTUS, CHORUS. 

The. This voice of wo, this beating of the breast, 
This lamentation o'er the dead, whence comes it ? 100 
It seems to issue from this royal temple. 
Fear lends me wings, lest aught of ill betides 
My mother, whom with hasty step I seek': 
Long since she left my house. — What may this mean ? 
This claims new question : sitting at the altars 105 
I see my honor'd parent ; and around her 
A train of females, strangers, not one form 
Of ills expressing ; from their aged eyes 
Tears moving pity stream upon the ground ; 
Shorn are their locks ; their vestments ill beseem 110 
This festal pomp. What may this mean, my mother? 
Inform me : something strange my mind expects. 

Mth. These females are the mothers of those chiefs, 
The seven that fell before the gates of Thebes ; 
And, as thou seest, my son, with suppliant branches 
They thus en ring me round. 

The. And who is he, 116 

That at the portal pours such mournful groans ? 

JEth. Adrastus, so they call him, king of Argos. 

The. These children round him, whose are they? 
His sons? 

JEth. Not his, but of the chiefs slain in the war. 120 

The. To us why come they with these suppliant 
boughs ? 
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Mth, This is their province ; they will best inform 

thee. 
The. To thee thus closely muffled I address me : 
Unwrap thy head ; forbear thy sorrows ; speak ; 124 
Naught is achieved where silence chains the tongue. 

Adr. Victorious king of Athens, noble Theseus, 
Suppliant to thee, and to thy state, I come. 
The. What wouldst thou ask? What doth thy need 

require T 
Adr. Thou art no stranger to my ruinous war. 
The. Thy march through Greece was not obscure, 
nor silent. 130 

Adr. There did I lose the noblest sons of Argos. 
The. These are the dire effects of wasteful war. 
Adr. Their bodies of the hostile town I ask'd. 
Th e. By heralds ask'd, that thou mightst bury them ? 
Adr. They, by whose arms they fell, refuse to yield 
them. ia r > 

The. What cause assigned? For thy request was 

just. 
Adr. Proud of success, they know not how to bear 

it. 
The. Comest thou to me for counsel ? or what else? 
Adr. I wish to bear away the youth of Argos. 
The. Where is your Argos? Are its high vaunts 
vain? 140 

Adr. Defeated, sunk, we fly to thee, O Theseus ! 
The. By thine own impulse this, or from the state? 
Adr. To inter their dead the dames of Argos sue. 
The. Why didst thou lead these seven brave bands 

to Thebes? 
Adr. To gratify the husbands of my daughters. 145 
The* And to what Argives didst thou give the vir- 
gins? 
Adr, The alliance of no Argive did I seek. 
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Th b. To whom of foreign birth didst thou affy them ? 

Adr. To Tydeus, and the Theban Poly n ices* 

The. What prompted thee to fix on such a choice? 

Adr. The oracles of Phoebus darkly utter'd. 151 

The. What of thy daughters' nuptials said the god ? 

Adr. That I should match them to a boar and lion. 

The. And how this dark response didst thou ex- 
pound ? 

Adr. Exiled, and coming to my gates by night — 155 

Th b. Who are they ? For of two is thy discourse. 

Adr. Tydeus and Polynices fiercely fought. 

The. Gayest thou to these, as to wild beasts, thy 
daughters ? 

Adr. Likening their fight to those fierce savages. 

The. Why came they flying from their native soil? 

Adr. Tydeus, for that he shed a brother's blood. 161 

The. What drove the son of (Edipus from Thebes? 

Adr. His father's curse, lest he should slay his 
brother. 

The. This voluntary exile speaks him wise. 

Adr. Yet in his absence greatly was he wrong'd. 

The. What, seized his brother his inheritance ? 166 

Adr. To avenge these wrongs I went, and was de- 
feated. 

The. Didst thou consult the seers, and mark the 
flames ? 

Adr. Thou urges t that wherein I chiefly fail'd. 

The. Thou earnest not then, it seems, with Heaven 
thy friend. 170 

Adr. Nay more, I led Amphiaraus by force. 



161 Tydeus was the bravest of the sons of (Eneua : whilst 
he was vet a youth, he saw his father, on account of his age, 
driven from his kingdom by the sons of Agrius ; he therefore 
slew them, and with them his own brother Melanipv^A^^- 
luntarily. 
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The, Hence from the gods foul rout disgraced thy 
arms. 

Adr. Too much the turbulent youth impell'd my 
mind. 

The. For cool discretion, daring rashness led thee. 

Adr. And that to many a leader hath been fatal. 
But, king of Athens, bravest chief of Greece, 176 

To my disgrace this shame is added, thus 
To bow me to the ground, to grasp thy knees 
In mine old age, whose former years, like thine, 
Knew better fortune : yet perforce I yield 180 

To my afflictions. Rescue then our dead ; 
Pity my ills ; pity these mourning mothers, 
Mothers no more, whose hoary age is sunk 
To childless solitude : a foreign soil 
For this they tread, with pain their feeble feet 185 
Their aged limbs sustaining ; not a train 
In honorable ambassage to grace 
The mystic rites of Ceres, but as suing 
To inter their sons, by whom themselves interrM 
Had well been honor'd with a timely tomb. 100 

'Tis well when down on penury the rich 
Will deign to cast their eye, and penury 
Look upward to the rich, that emulation 
May spur these on to the desire of wealth, 
And their high fortune may be taught to fear 195 

A mournful change. The poet, when he forms 
His lofty verse, must form it with a mind 
Impressed with transport : if his mounting soul 
Feels not this free alacrity, in vain, 
Distress'd at home, would he inspire delight 200 

To others ; Nature frowns on the attempt. 
But thou mayst ask, why hast thou pass'd the realms 
Of Pelops, and on Athens this hard task 
Imposed t My answer shall be plain aud just : 
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Sparta is pitiless ; and various humors 206 

Mix in its councils ; and the other states 

Are small and weak : thine hath alone the power 

To achieve this enterprise ; for to distress 

It knows to feel, and glories in its chief 

Vigorous in youthful prime : the fatal want 210 

Of such a head have many cities rued. 

Cho. With his I join my supplications, Theseus ; 
With pity look on my calamities. 

The. Warmly this argument with others oft 
Have I disputed, who assert that ill 215 

To mortal man assigned outweighs the good. 
Far otherwise I deem, that good is dealt 
To man in larger portions : were it not, 
We could not bear the light of life. That Power, ' 
Whatever god he be, that call'd us forth 220 

From foul and savage life, hath my best thanks. 
Inspiring reason first, he gave the tongue 
Articulate sounds, the intercourse of language : 
The growth of fruits he gave, and to that growth 
The heaven-descending rain, that from the earth, 225 
Cheer'd by its kindly dews, they might arise, 
And bear their life-sustaining food mature : to this 
The warm defence against the inclement storm 
He taught to raise, and the umbrageous roof 
The fiery sun excluding : the tall bark 230 

He gave to bound o'er the wide sea, and bear 
From realm to realm, in grateful interchange, 
The fruits each wants. Is aught obscure, aught hid ? 
Doubts darkening on the mind the mounting blaze 
Removes ; or from the entrails' panting fibres 235 
The seer divines, or from the flight of birds. 
Are we not then fastidious to repine 
At such a life so furnish'd by the gods ? 
But man's vain thoughts affect a stale \re^o\\\ 
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Divine, and in their arrogance assume 240 

Pre-eminence of wisdom o'er the gods. 
Of such art thou ; yet hast thou little claim 
To wisdom : by the oracles of Phoebus 
Constraint, (for such thy plea, as if the gods 
Thought like weak mortals,) didst thou give thy 
daughter 245 

To wed a stranger, with polluted blood 
Staining thy glories, to thy house's honor 
A mortal wound. Ill it becomes the wise 
With the unjust to match the just : their friends, 
Of dangers not improvident, they choose 260 

Among the florishing ; for round us waits 
One common fortune ; and full oft the gods 
Crush in the ruins of the falling guilty, 
Entangled in their fall, the innocent. 
Thus all thy Argives ledd'st thou to this war, 265 

The augur's voice forbidding, and their omens 
Held in contempt : hence has thy impious daring 
Defied the gods, and, led by headstrong youth, 
Brought ruin on thy country. They, whose minds 
Delight in glory, wars enlarge on wars, 260 

Spurning at justice, and the wasted state 
Unpeopling : one the pride of martial sway 
Allures ; the insolent power of doing wrong 
Inflames another ; and the sordid gain 
Hath charms for some ; each of the people's toils 265 
Reckless, or what they suffer. In each state 
Are mark'd three classes : of the public good 
The rich are listless,, all their thoughts to more 
Aspiring: they, that struggle with their wants, 
Short of the means of life, are clamorous, rude, 270 
To envy much addicted, 'gainst the rich 
Aiming their bitter shafts, and led away 
By the false glosses of their wily leaders : 
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'Twixt these extremes there are who save the state, 
Guardians of order, and their country's laws. 275 

Shall I then in thy cause unsheathe the sword? 
What plea of honor to my citizens 
Can I advance ? No : fare thou well ; ill-timed 
Thy thoughts, and unadvised, if thou couldst hope 
In thy ill fortune to entangle us. 280 

Cho. He err'd ; yet, led by the rash heat of youth* 
The wise have err'd : forgive his error then. 

Adr. Of my ill fortune, king, I choose thee not 
A judge, but to relieve it : should my actions 
Be of a stamp which honor cannot own, 285 

To punish, to rebuke, to thee, O king, 
Belongs not, but to aid me. Be thy will 
To this averse, to what thou shalt resolve 
I must perforce submit ; for what relief? 
Come then, ye aged dames, your verdant boughs 290 
Here leave, and let us hence : but call the gods 
To witness, and this earth, this sacred power, 
Torch-bearing Ceres, and the sun's bright beams, 
That all our supplications at the altars 
Avail us nothing. Yet thy noble lineage 295 

From Pelops dost thou trace; and of the land 
Where Pelops reign'd are we, the kindred blood 
Rich in our veins : and wilt thou then betray 
The ties of consanguinity, and drive 
These matrons forth suing to thee in vain ? 300 

Thou wilt not. Each his refuge, in his rock 
The savage, at the altars of the gods 
The poor slave finds ; and when the black storm swells, 
State flies to state for succor ; for its course 

293 Ceres, having lost her daughter Proserpine, whom 
Pluto seized in the fields of Enna, lighted two torches at the 
flames of Etna, and sought her night and d*Y thtwa^ y&V >&a 
world: hence her title, the Torch-be&iex. 
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Through mortal life no blessing holds unchanged. 305 

Cho. Go, wretched mother, on this sacred floor 
Of Proserpine, go, cast thee at his feet, 
And grasp his knees : for my dead sons, ah me ! 
For my dead sons, slain in their youthful prime 
Beneath the walls of Thebes, I pour my prayer. 310 
Ye partners of my grief, support me, bear me, 
Lead me ; now suppliant stretch your aged hands. 
O thou most loved, thou most approved through Greece, 
Reverence this aged cheek, this trembling hand 
That grasps thy knees ; have pity on a mother, 315 
Who for her sons intreats thee ; pity me, 
A mournful wanderer, with a mournful voice 
Lamenting : suppliant I conjure thee, see not 
My sons, in years like thine, unburied lie, 
Cast on the fields of Thebes a prey to beasts. 320 

See my tears stream, whilst at thy knees I beg 
For my dead sons the rites of sepulture. 

The. Why weeps my mother, lifting to her eyes 
Her fine-woven veil ? Weeps she to hcur their plaints 
Movingly utter'd? They have moved ev'n me. 325 
But raise thy hoary head ; melt not in tears, 
Thus seated near the hallow'd fires of Ceres. 

jEth. Alas, alas ! 

The. Nay, grieve not at their grief. 

jEth. Ah wretched dames ! 

The. Thou art not of their number. 

jEth. Wilt thou I speak, my son, what may do 
honor 330 



327 All mourning was forbidden at the festivals of the gods, 

particularly at the sacred rites of Ceres. Livy tells us, in 

two places, that after the battle of Cannae the sacrifices of 

this goddess were intermitted, because it was not lawful for 

peraona in mourning to perform them, and there was not a 

matron at that time without a share of mourning. 
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To thee, and to the state T 

The. With freedom speak : 

Oft from a woman's voice hath wisdom flowM. 

JEth. It shames me to disclose my private thought. 

The. To hide from friends what honor prompts, is 
shame. 

JEth. I will not check my words, and after blame 
That silence as ill-judged ; nor, through a fear 330 
It may be deem'd unseemly in a woman 
To speak, though justly, in my bosom lock 
What honor bids disclose. Hear me, my son : 
Of highest import is it to respect 340 

The gods, lest, slighting these, thou err against them, 
Err in this point, in all besides approved 
Wise. If with generous boldness to protect 
The injured were unmeet, I would have closed 
My lips in silence : but to thee, my son, 345 

This charge brings honor, nor have I a fear 
To urge thee to the task, these violent men, 
Who to the dead deny the destined tomb, 
And rudely rob them of their obsequies, 
To force through strong necessity to yield 350 

This pious office, with bold hand to check 
A savage pride, which all the laws of Greece 
Confounds : no closer tie together holds 
The civil state, than well to guard its laws. 
Will not men say, that, lost to virtuous deeds, 355 
When to the State thy hand had power to acquire 
The crown of glory, thou through fear declinedst 
The great achievement : 'gainst the savage boar 
Thou daredst engage ; but when occasion calls thee 
To look undaunted on the glittering helm, 360 

And grasp the spear, there thou art found a coward ? 

358 This alludes to his dangerous enrolment VvWitab irW. 
boar, or rather bow, of Crommy on, whicu n* *\*w» 
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So never shall my son be found. Thou seest 

Thy country, held in scorn as spiritless, 

On her insulting scorners in disdain 

Look with a gorgon eye : by virtuous toils 365 

Her fame shall rise : dark deeds may suit low states, 

And dark, inglorious thoughts. Shall not my son 

Arise the avenger of the injured dead, 

And these unhappy dames, that crave his aid ? 

I have no fear, whilst justice arms thy hand, 370 

Ev'n though I see the sons of Thebes elate 

With conquest : war hath yet another die 

To cast ; and the just gods will humble pride. 

Cho. ttless'd be thy voice ; well hast thou spoke to 
him, 
And well for me : hence springs a double joy. 375 

The. To him my words were just, and I disclosed 
My thoughts well weigh'd wherein his councils err'd. 
Yet of myself I see those things, to which 
Thy voice exhorts, how foreign to my manners 
To start at dangers : many noble acts, 380 

And my free choice, bid Greece look up to me 
As the avenger of injurious deeds. 
The soul of Theseus scorns to shrink from toils. 
What would the tongue of malice say, when thou, 
My mother, feeling all a mother's fears, 385 

Art first to bid thy son achieve this task? 
I will achieve it, and to these sad dames 
Rescue their dead by pleaded reason ; else 
By the strong spear : nor will the gods withhold 
Their tutelary aid. Yet 'tis my wish 390 

The state decreed this, and it will decree, 
Knowing my will : but their free voice allow'd, 
I win the people's grace : to sovereign rule 
I raised a chief, who to this state restored 
Free power of equal suffrage. I will go 395 
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(Leading Adrastus to enforce my words) 

To their assembly ; and, my stiasive voice 

Prevailing, marshal here the gallant youth 

Of Athens ; and in arms awaiting send 

An embassy to Creon, the dead bodies 400 

Requesting. But, ye aged dames, remove 

Your honored wreaths which close my mother round, 

That I may lead her to the house of iEgeus, 

Holding her hand. Unhappy is the son, 

Who to his parents pays no ministry : 405 

That honorable service well performed, 

He from his sons receives in recompense 

The duteous reverence he had shown his parents. 

CHORUS. 

O my country, whose rich meads 

Glory in their bounding steeds, 410 

Hear, Pelasgia, hear this king ; 

Argos, let thy echoes ring : 

Piety, with valor join'd, 

Prompts to glorious deeds his mind. 

Would his gentle pity go 415 

All my wearied lengths of wo ; 

Give me from the bloody plain 

To remove the unburied slain ! 

Notes of praise, the hero's meed, 

Would through Argos sound the deed. 420 

Toils, which virtue marks her own, 

Are to states their brightest crown. 

He, that guards his country's laws, 

Claims his country's just applause. 

Friendship too her province knows, 425 

On my sons a tomb bestows. 

BVRIP. VOL. 11. * 



IS EURIPIDES. 

Towers, where Pallas holds her state, 

Soften a sad mother's fate : 

Guard the laws, nor let rude man 

Their humanising power profane : 430 

Justice always is your care, 

To the impious wretch severe. 

THESEUS, HERALD, ADRASTUS, CHORUS, THEBAN HE- 
RALD. 

The; Thy office, herald, (and that office well 
Thou know'st,) oft calls thee, faithful to the state 
And me, to bear our mandates. Haste thee, herald, 
Pass the Asopus, and the stream of Thebes, 436 

Israenus ; to the noble king thus say : — 
' Theseus, whose realms adjoin to thine, requests 
This grace, to inter the Argive dead : his wish, 
To obtain this courtesy, thereby to hold thee 440 

A friend to Athens.' If their will assents, 
With thy best speed return : if they refuse, 
Bid them expect unwelcome guests in arms. 
My troops in warlike muster now are ranged 
In glittering arms along the sacred verge 445 

Of deep Callichorus : this enterprise 
With prompt and cheerful zeal the state assumed, 

Soon as my will was known. But who comes here 

Across my speech? A herald, it should seem, 
From Thebes : forbear awhile : he comes, perhaps, 
Meeting my wish : thy toil then may be spared. 451 

Th. Her. Which is the monarch of this land, to 
whom 



438 Cithseron was the common boundary of the Theban and 
Athenian territories. 

446 Callichorus ia a well at Eleusis, where the Eleusinian 
women first formed the dance, and sung their hymns to the 
goddesa. 
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Behoves it me address the words of Creon, 

Lord of the Theban state, since at oar gates 

Eteocles fell by his brother's hand ? 455 

The. Stranger, thy speech begins with a mistake, 
Seeking a monarch here ; for this free state 
Knows not the rule of one : the people share 
In due succession annually the power, 
Nor suffer wealth to assume an eminence, 460 

To which the poor claim not an equal right. 

Th. Her. In this thou grantest us the better cast. 
The state, whence I am sent, obeys one man, 
The people lord it not. We know not there 
The inflated orator, whose rattling words, 405 

As interest prompts him, turns the multitude, 
Each diversely: for he that gains to-day 
Their grace, and winds himself into their hearts, 
Offends to-morrow ; with fresh calumnies 
Then clokes his former naughtiness, and steals 470 
From punishment. Shall they, who want the skill 
To form their speech, have skill to form the state 
Aright ? Mature experience is a guide 
To wisdom, better than uncounsell'd haste. 
How should their minds, the poor, whose hands are 
hard 475 

With delving in the earth, unschooled besides 
In knowlege, labor for the public weal ? 
Ill fares it with the better ranks, when those 
Of low degree, by their audacious tongues, 
Start from their base obscurity to power. 480 

The. A delicate herald this; he files his tongue 
To a fine trick of words. Since thou hast chosen 
Thus to obtrude thy arguments, receive 
The answer reason dictates : hear me then. 
Of all the evils that infest a state, 485 

A tyrant is the greatest : there tttetaw* 
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Hold not one common tenor ; bis sole will 

Commands the laws, and lords it over tbem : 

This power thou hast not. Where the laws are 

written. 
The weak, the rich have all one equal course 490 

Of justice ; and the lower ranks, when wrong'd, 
Know their redress against injurious greatness ; 
Aud penury, with justice on its side, 
Triumphs o'er riches : this is to be free. 
Is there a mind that teems with noble thought, 495 
And useful to the state 1 He speaks that thought, 
And is illustrious ; else, he holds his peace. 
Is not this equal right? When a free people 
Are sovereigns of their land, the state stands firm, 
And glories in its rising youth that pay 500 

A prompt obedience. To a tyrant this 
Is hateful : all the virtuous and the wise 
His gloomy jealousy devotes to death. 
How can that state be firm, where ruthless power, 
Like a scythe sweeping o'er the vernal meads, 505 
Guts off each braver spirit, and mows down 
Youth's opening flowerets ? Who would toil, to raise 
Stores for his sons and riches, when anon 
A tyrant comes, and seizes what his toil 
Hath raised? Or who to virgin modesty 510 

With care would form his daughters in his house, 
If for a tyrant's pleasure they are train'd, 
To revel in their charms, and wring the tear 
From the sad parent's eye ? Let me not live 
To see my daughters thus by violence 515 

Dragg'd to a wanton bed. Thus be thou auswer'd. 
Now, say, what brought thee hither? Of this state 
Aught wanted ? If no public messenger, 
Thou comest to rue thy vauity of speech. 
Thy office leads thee, having told thy charge, 520 
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Back to return with speed : and to my state 
Let Creon, should occasion lead him to it, 
Send one that better knows to rule his tongue. 

Cho. When fortune to the worthless gives success, 
Their prosperous state engenders insolence, 626 

Weening their greatness never can be shaken. 

Th. Her. Now let me speak my message, since thy 
thoughts 
In this debate are different far from mine. 
I charge thee then, and, all the sons of Thebes, 
Let not Adrastus find admittance here. 630 

Is he now here ? Ere yon bright lamp of day 
Sinks in the west ; his mystic wreaths unbound, 
Bid him depart this land ; nor strive by force 
To bear the dead away : the state of Argos 
Concerns not thee. If to my suasive voice 636 

Thou yield attention, thou shnlt steer thy state 
Secure from surging waves ; if not, the tide 
Of war o'er us, o'er thee, and our allies 
Will roll its rage : weigh this ; nor, at my words 
Incensed, as in thy free state glorying, send 640 

A haughty answer back ; for a vain hope 
In arms, the worst of ills, hath oft engaged 
States in fierce conflict, kindling pride to fury. 
When once the public voice is pass'd for war, 
Of his own death each thinks not, and this ill 646 

Turns from himself to others : but were death 
Before their eyes ere yet the vote had pass'd, 
The fnry of the spear had ne'er on Greece 
Brought ruin. When the alternative is placed 
Before us, all can see the better part, 660 

Discern the good and ill, and know that peace 
Is far a greater good to man than war : 
Dear to the muses, and to deeds of blood 
Averse, it glories in its rising youWi 
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Train'd up to virtue, and with liberal heart 555 

Rejoices in its wealth : these blessings scorn' d, 
With impious thought we rush on war, to enslave 
The vanquished, man to man, and state to state. 
To grace the hated slain, to entomb the dead, 
Whose proud deeds were their ruin, is thy care : 660 
Unjustly then the thunder's volley'd flames 
Smote Capaneus, and from the ladder's height, 
Raised 'gainst our bulwarks, hurl'd him headlong 

down. 
Vaunting with impious oaths, the gods assenting 
Or not assenting, he would storm the town. 565 

Unjustly then the yawning earth ingulf d 
The augur, closing on his harness'd car ; 
And at our gates the other chieftains lie 
Crush'd from the battlements. Either thy pride 
Claims wisdom more than Jove, or to the gods 570 
Denies the right to punish impious men. 
A wise man's love streams to his children first, 
Next to his parents, to his country theuce, 
Studious to raise its glory, not to crush it. 
A daring leader is a dangerous thing : 575 

The pilot too is wise, who knows his time 
To moor his ship in safety ; and I hold 
Discretion to be man's most manly part. 

Adr. Sufficed it not the vengeance on our heads 
From Jove ? Nor ought you do us this foul wrong. 680 
O thou most vile 

Th e. Adrastus, close thy lips, 

Nor before mine let thy reply be heard : 
To thee he came not to address his speech ; 
To me he came ; the answer then be mine. 
First, then, I own not Greon as my lord, 585 

Nor deem his puissance such that by constraint 
Athena must yield to this : the stream would flow 
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Backwards, if we must bow to his commands. 

This war is not from me, who 'gainst your Thebes 

March'd not with these : bat to entomb the dead, 590 

(No deed of violence, no bloody contest 

Offer'd your state) I deem incumbent on me, 

The law of Greece preserving : what of this 

Deviates from honor? Have these Argives done you 

Outrage and wrong? Their lives have answer'd it, 696 

And you have well avenged you on your foes, 

With honor to yourselves, and shame to them : 

Here vengeanoe ends. Permit then that the dead 

Be in the earth entomb'd. Each various part, 

That constitutes the frame of man, returns 600 

Whence it was taken : to the ethereal sky 

The soul, the body to its earth ; of all, 

Naught, save this breathing space of life, our own : 

The earth then, which sustain 'd it when alive, 

Ought to receive it dead. These rites denied, 606 

On Argos is thy vengeance stamp'd? Not so: 

It is a common cause, and all Greece feels it, 

If to the dead refused, what to the dead 

Is due, the common rites of sepulture. 

This law, if ratified, would cause the brave 610 

To shrink from danger. With harsh menaces 

To me thou comest; and why? Fear you the dead, 

If they find burial in the ground ? What fear? 

Would they dig through your earth, if there entomb'd I 

Or in those dark recesses procreate sons 616 

To rise in vengeance on you ? Wayward this, 

And waste of words, to talk of fears you own 

Idle and vain. Go, shallow men, and learn 

The state of man : life is a theatre, 

Where each essays the contest ; early some 620 

Have held the prize, some now, hereafter some, 

And Fortune plays the wanton *, \>y Wve yjt^\s\\*A. 
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Greatly revered, that she may favor him ; 

And by the happy held in honor high, 

Who dreads the veering gale. Behoves it then 625 

The injured, knowing this, to bear their wrongs 

With govern'd temper ; and not do a deed, 

Pursuiug vengeance, that shall hurt the state. 

How shall this be? Permit us, who revere 

Religion's rites, to inter the slaughter'*! dead : 630 

If not, what must ensue is evident. 

I march with speed, and will by force inter them. 

This 'mongst the Grecians never shall be bruited, 

That an old law, which from the gods received 

Its sanction, fled to me, who reign where once 635 

Pandion reign'd, yet suffer'd violation. 

Cho. Be firm : for guarding thus the light of justice, 
Know thou wilt check the tongue of obloquy. 

Th. Her. Wilt thou I hold brief conference with 
thee? 

The. Speak freely: of thy words thou art not 
sparing. 640 

Th. Her. Ne'er shalt thou take these Argives from 
our land. 

The. Now, if it like thee, hear what I reply. 

Th. Her. I wish to hear : thou hast a right to speak. 

The. These dead, from Thebes recover'd, I will 
bury. 

Th. Her. First thou must dare to meet opposing 
shields. 645 

The. Oft have I dared encounter greater toils. 

Th. Her. Art thou then born insured a match for 
all? 

The. For all the bad : no terror to the good. 

Th. Her. Iu much hast thou engaged, thou and thy 
state. 

The. Her labors great, and thence her glories high. 
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Th. Her. Gome then, our glebe-sprung sons shall 
lay thee low. 651 

The. What, from your dragon springs a furious 
Mars? 

Th. Her. Fierce as thou art, thy chastisements shall 
teach thee. 

The. Thou shalt not urge me by thy Taunting words 
To an unseemly passion : but begone, 655 

And bear thy insolent folly back with thee. — 
Our words avail not : forward then in arms 
With speedy march ; and you, that mount the car, 
And bounding steed, light shake the waving rein, 
Till the foam whitens o'er the fields of Thebes. 660 
To their seven gates will I advance, myself 
My herald. But to thee I give in charge, 
Stay here ; my hand shall bear the keen-edged sword, 
Adrastus, nor with mine thy fortunes blend. 
My guardian god attending, I will lead 665 

This brave train, glorious with my glorious spear. 
1 urge but one request, to have with me 
The powers that favor justice : for these things 
Conjoin'd give conquest : vain in mortal man 
Is courage, if the gods deny their aid. 670 

ADRASTUS, CHORUS. 

Adr. Ye wretched mothers of the wretched chiefs, 
What dismal terrors sicken at my heart ! 

Cho. What new discomfort doth thy voice intend? 

Adr. Soon shall the warlike train of Pallas march. 

Cho. This shall the spear decide, or friendly speech? 

Adr. This were my wish, but o'er the land again 676 
Battles shall rage, and slaughter drench'd with blood, 
And frantic grief beating its anguish'd breast. 

Cho. Ah me! what thoughts, what judgment may I 
form? 
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Adr. Bright as he is with conquest, fortune soon 
May strip him of his glories : this high hope 681 

Rises to confidence. 

Cho. These words bespeak 

The justice of the gods. 

Adr. And who but they 

Dispense afflictions ? 

Cho. Oft have I observed 

Various to mortal man the ways of Heaven. 685 

Adr. Thy former sufferings sink thy heart with 
fear. 
Vengeance hath call'd for vengeance, blood for blood : 
Such respite from their ills the gods dispense 
To mortals ; but the event of all is theirs. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

How shall I reach thy tower'd plain, 690 

How leave, Callichorus, thy hallow'd fount ? 

Could I on rapid pinions mount, 
And to those rampires urge my flight amain, 

Where deep Ismenus rolls his tide, 

And Dirce's gentle waters glide, 695 

There might I see, amidst that hostile ground, 

The doubted fortune of my friends ; 

What fate their generous arms attends ; 
There see this valiant king, perchance, with conquest 
crown'd. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

For this again I pour my prayer : 700 

In all the fears that rend my anxious breast, 

This to the tumult whispers rest. 
Hear then, almighty Jove, thy suppliant hear ! 

By wandering lo's form divine, 

The mighty mother of our line, 705 
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Protect this town, its arms with glory grace : 
Then from thy shrine, eternal king, 
These hands thy sculptured form shall bring, 

And nigh the blazing pyre the insulted image place. 

MESSENGER, ADRA8TU8, CHORUS. 

Me8. Ye dames of Argos, much have I to speak 710 
Of grateful import. Captive in the battle, 
When on the banks of Dirce fought the troops 
Of the seven chiefs there slain, my liberty 
Regained, I haste to tell you that the arms 
Of Theseus are victorious. To cut short 715 

All question, I to Capaneus was servant, 
Whom with his flaming thunder Jove consumed. 

Cho. Thus far, my friend, thy tidings give us joy, 
Joy for thy freedom, and the victory 
Of Theseus : tell us that the Athenian troops 720 

Are safe, that news would give us joy indeed. 

Mes. Safe ; and achieved all which I wish Adrastus 
Had well achieved, when his embattled Argives 
He led from Inachus to war at Thebes. 

Cho. How did the son of iEgeus, and the troops 725 
That with him shook the spear, to Jove erect 
The trophies ? Tell us ; for, eye-witness, thou 
With the relation canst delight our ears. 

Mes. Bright was the day, and the sun's mounted 
beam 
Shone on the earth, when at the Electran gates 730 
High on a tower I stood, the view around 
Commanding ; thence three marching hosts I see 
All clad in martial arms : stretching above 
Ismenus, nigh its bank, as fame had spread 
The alarm, the illustrious son of iEgeus march'd, 735 
And with him marshall'd on the right the son* 
Of old Cecropia; near the fount of Mats, 
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Form'd on the left, stood Paralus : the horse 
In firm array were ranged, equal in number, 
Skirting the infantry ; the whirling cars 740 

Below Aniphion's honor'd tomb were placed. 
Before their rampires stood the troops of Thebes, 
(The dead, for whom this work of war begun, 
Drawn backwards) horse to horse, and car to car, 
In armed opposition. Now advanced 745 

A herald, and from Theseus thus his words 
Addressed to all : — ' Silence, ye crowds : ye troops, 
The progeny of Cadmus, silence : hear. 
To inter the dead, guarding the general law 
Of Greece, we come : no hostile wish is ours 750 

Of spreading carnage/ No reply was given 
From Creon ; but in arms he held his station 
Silent. And now the chiefs that whirl'd the cars 
Began the battle, and, before the van 
Advancing, placed their combatants arranged 755 

With ported spears ; these fought in arms, and those 
Against the opponents boldly turu'd their cars. 
This Phorbas saw, who led the light-rein'd horse ; 
The chariots 'gainst the Athenian chariots whirl'd, 
And forwards moved : to oppose him rush'd the horse 
Of Thebes, to conflict, victory, and defeat. 761 

These things I heard not from report, but saw 
The deeds, there standing where iu conflict met 
The chariots and their warriors. Horror there 
Wore various forms : which first shall I relate ? 705 
The clouds of dust dark rolling to the skies ; 
Or, tangled in their harness, charioteers 
Whirl'd to and fro ; or streams of gushing blood 
The ground impurpling? From the shattered cars 
Some weredash'd headlong to the earth, some died 770 
Mangled with wounds beneath the shiver'd wheels. 
When Creon saw his horse in adverse fight 
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Engaged, he snatch'd bis shield, and, ere a foil 

Might damp their ardor, with his troop advanced. 

Nor was the firm battalion led by Theseus 775 

Quell*d with dismay ; but all in glittering arms 

Move onward, and with furious expedition 

Charging the centre, slew, were slain ; with shouts 

Each animated each to press the foe. 

Tn dreadful conflict waved the Theban spear : 780 

Bold were the warriors of the dragon race. 

Our left gave way, but from our right their troops 

Recoil'd ; in even scale the battle hung. 

Here the chief claims our praise ; not satisfied 

With what he won, he hasten M to his troops, 786 

That shrunk o'er-match'd in fight ; and, with a voice 

That made the earth resound, thus cnllM aloud : 

' Dauntless, ye youths, sustain the thundering shock 

Of this bold dragon race, or ruin waits 

The state of Pallas.' Through the host his words 700 

Breathed courage : taking then his dreadful arms, 

His Epidaurian mace, he whir I'd it high, 

Now here, now there ; where'er it smote, the force 

Crtish'd helm and head wide-wasting ; yet ev'n thus, 

With all his warlike toil scarce could he turn 705 

This firm array to flight. I leap'd for joy, 

And shouted : towards the gates they stretch'd their 

flight. 
Through all the city cries and loud laments 
Resounded : wild with fear, the young the old 

792 Theseus, being excited by the example and glory of 
Hercules, determined to go forth and free the world from 
fierce and savage oppressors. He was stopped in Epidauria 
by Periphetes, with whom he fought, and slew him : his club 
he ever after used as his own weapon ; that as Hercules wore 
the lion's skin, to show how vast a monster he had subdued ^ 
so he bore this club, which he won in fifth!, wnQl w\i\^Ww\ 
bim would be invincible. 
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Crowd to the temples ; and the unguarded gates 800 

Gave ready entrance : but the noble Theseus 

Declared, preventing this, — * I came not hither 

To waste the town, but to request the dead. 

Choose then a chief of valor to sustain 

111 fortune, and repress that insolence, 805 

Which leads a people, with success elate, 

Seeking to mount the ladder's topmost height, 

To fall, and ruin all their former glories/ 

Cho. Seeing this day beyond my hopes, I know 
That there are gods ; and deem my share of woes 810 
The lighter, vengeance thus repaid on them. 

Ad it. Why, king of gods, to wretched mortals 
why 
The name of wise ? On thee we all depend, 
And what thy will we act. Our force we deem'd 
Resistless, glorying in our youthful arms, 815 

And numbers ; hence, rejecting with disdain 
What overtures Eteocles proposed 
Of composition, nor unfair nor harsh ; 
And hence our ruin. He, who triumph'd then, 
Like some poor wretch with sudden wealth enrich'd, 
Grew insolent : and for their insolence 821 

The ill-spirited Thebans in their turn are rnin'd. 
The vanity of men ! Beyond the mark 
They aim their shafts ; and, suffering many ills 
With justice, scorn the advice of friends, but learn 
From the severe event. Ev'n so these states, 826 

Which might by friendly conference have stay'd 
These ills, chose rather to pursue their course 
Through slaughter. But no more : I wish to learn 
First of thy safety : much inquiry follows. 830 

Mes. 'Midst the disorder of the affrighted town, 
Those gates I pass'd through which the troops had 
enter' &. 
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Adr. Bear you the dead, for whom this conflict 

rose? 
Mes. The chieftains of the seven illustrious hands. 
Adr. And where the rest, the undistinguished slain? 
Mes. All in Cithrcron's winding vales interred. 830 
Adr. On that side, or on this ? Who buried them 1 
Mes. Theseus, where dark Eleutheris hangs o'er 

them. 
Adr. Where, hastening, didst thou leave the un- 

buried dead ? 
Mes. Near : for whatever is done with zeal, is nigh. 
Adr. Bore not the slaves reluctantly the slain ? 841 
Mes. This task no slave performed : thou wouldst 
have said, 
Hadst thou been present, that he loved the dead. 
Adr. Cleansed he with lavers pure their putrid 

wounds ? 
Mes. And spread their biers, and cover'd them with 
robes. 845 

Adr. A grievous task, and not devoid of shame. 
Mes. What, in the ills of man to man what shame ? 
Adr. Wrotch that I am ! O hud I died with them ! 
Mes. Thy grief is vain ; but draws the tear from 

these. 
Adr. I know it: but from these my eyes first 
learn'd 850 

To drop the tear. No more then. I will meet, 
With hands upraised, the dead, and in sad notes 
Pour the funereal strain, hailing my friends, 
Whose loss hath left me desolate to mourn 
My melancholy state : this loss alone 855 

83? By this question Adrastus wished to be informed whe- 
ther they were buried in the Theban or Athenian territory*, 
the answer is satisfactory, for EleutheriB wa* &X Xtafc VVka 
united to the dominions ofAthena, 



32 EURIPIDES. 

Man never can redeem, the life of man : 
All other treasures lost may be regained. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

Yes, we have cause to pour the tear, 
And cause to bid our joys resound : 

From the stern contest of the spear 860 

The chiefs return with conquest crown'd, 
And glory to the state and triumph bring. 

But, ah, what griefs this breast must sting ! 

How shall the mother's gushing eyes 
Weep o'er her son, as pale in death he lies ! 865 

Yet, after all my sorrows past, 

Pointed by misery's keenest power, 
One gleam of mournful comfort shines at last, 

To see this unexpected hour. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Time, ancient father, hadst thou led 870 

Lonely my steps life's journey through, 

A stranger to the nuptial bed ! 
For what with sons had I to do ? 
Then never had I fear'd this storm of fate ; 

Never, in that calm virgin state, 875 

Have sufferM this severest pain, 
My son's pale corse stretch'd on the bloody plain. 

And see, the sad attendants guide 

This way the solemn pomp of death : 
O with my dying son that I had died, 880 

Sunk to the common realms beneath ! 

ADRASTUS. 

Raise, ye mothers, o'er the slain, 

Loudly raise the mournful strain ; 

Deep and solemn let it flow, 

Echoing to my notes of wo. 885 



THE SUPPLICANTS. 33 

CHORUS. 

O my son ! that greeting dear 
Calls the wretched mother's tear : 
Must I then, with accent dread, 
My loved, lost son, address thee dead ? 

ADRASTU8. 

By my griefs I sink oppress'd. 890 

CHORUS. 

Griefs keen tortures pierce my breast. 

ADRASTU8. 

Imperial Argos, see my ruthless fate ! 

CHORUS. 

And see a childless mother's wretched state ! 

ADRASTUS. 

Here my aching eyes before 

Place the bodies dropping gore. 895 

Vilely by the vile o'erthrown, 

In you the work of death is done. 

CHORUS. 

Give me, yielding to my wo, 

Round his corse my arms to throw ; 

Bathing with my tears his face, 900 

To clasp him with a fond embrace. 

ADRASTUS. 

Thou bast, thou hast that sad relief: 
Full is now thy load of grief. 

CHORUS. 

To a parent this address'd ! 

Yet for both grief wounds thy breast. 905 

ADRASTUS. 

O, that at Thebes, beneath the hostile sword, 
My blood had on the hostile ground been pour'd ! 

CHORUS. 

O had I ne'er been led, by love allied, 

To grace the nuptial couch, a w\\\\u%\ft\to\ 

BVR1P. VOL. U. * 
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ADRASTUS. 

See, ye wretched mothers, round 010 

Rolls a sea of ills profound S 

CHORUS. 

See, these cheeks I rend, and spread 
Ashes o'er this hoary head ! 

ADRASTUS. 

Burst, thou hollow ground, and deep 

Sink me down the yawning steep ! 015 

Rise, ye storms, with furious sway, 

Whirl me from the earth away I 

Flash, ye flames, ye thunders roar ; 

On my head your vengeance pour ! 

CHORUS. 

Fatal nuptials were thy choice : 020 

Fatal was Apollo's voice : 

Fatal was the hour, when thus, 

From the house of CEdipus, 

Fraught with ruin, fraught with wo, 

Erinnys came to thee a foe. 025 

THESEU8, ADRASTUS, CHORUS. 

The. I would have ask'd thee, when before the 
troops 
Thou pourMst thy lamentation : but no more 
Of thy affairs : my farther question now 
Address I to Adrastus. . Whence were these, 
That shone illustrious for their gallant spirit ? 930 

Tell me, as far exceeding these young men 
In knowlege : I have seen their bold attempts, 
Beyond the praise of words, whereby they ween'd 
To win the city. Be it far from me 
To ask, what were ridiculous and vain, 035 

932 In this expedition he had seen the fortifications of 
Thebes, and the strength of the gates which thoy attacked. 
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Whom eacb engaged in fight, what hostile spear 
The wound inflicted : common rumors these, 
Which to his listening audience each relates, 
Who held a station in the ranks of war ; 
And, though before his eyes the hurtling spears 1MO 
Flew thick, distinctly tells whose deeds were brave. 
These things I ask not, nor to those, who dare 
Make such relations, can my ears give credit ; 
For in the shock of warring hosts the eye 
Scarce sees what most the dreadful time requires. 045 
Adr. That thou hast mentioned thus my friends with 
honor 
Is grateful to me : I will speak of them 
What truth and justice claims. Thou seest this form 
Of princely dignity, though, deep intrench'd 
With volley'd thunders : this was Capaneus : 050 

Large were his riches, but his soul disdain'd 
The arrogance of wealth, nor knew a thought 
Above the humble rank of poverty : 
Him, who in costly viands placed bis pride, 
And held the frugal board in scorn, he shunn'd ; - 055 
Nor thought voluptuous luxury his good, 
Pleading that nature's wants are soon sufficed : 
Faithful in friendship, to the present faithful, 
And to the- absent, though of these the amount 
Is small ; of manners simple, and in words 060 

Courteous ; his promise, were it to the state 
Or his dependents, fail'd not of effect. 
Behold the next: this was Eteoclus : 
He too of virtue studious ; few his years, 
Small bis possessions, but the Argive state 065 

Held him in highest honor : when his friends 
Presented him with gold, he in his house 
Received it not, as tending to subdue 
His mind enslaved to wealth ; a foe to Wio&q 
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Whose deeds were base, not to the public weal ; 970 

For oft the state, in nothing blamable, 

For an ill ruler hears itself reviled. 

Such was the third of these, Hippomedon ; 

For him, whilst yet a youth, the gentle muse 

Had no delight, as to inactive ease 975 

Training the mind ; but in the fields his joy, 

In hardihood, and manly exercise ; 

To tame the fiery steed, to lead the chase, 

To bend the bow his glory : thus by toils 

Forming his limbs firm in his country's cause. 980 

This too, the huntress Atalanta's son, 

Parthenopanis, yet a youth, his form 

Of unmatched beauty: an Arcadian he ; 

Thence to the streams of Inachus he came, 

And form'd his youth at Argos ; there received, 985 

As well becomes a stranger, to the state 

He caused no trouble, no offence : in words 

Never contentious, which disgusts in all, 

Native or foreign : in his post in arms, 

He stood the guardian of the country, firm 990 

As if at Argos born ; in all her glories 

He felt a generous joy, and deeply grieved 

If ills assail'd her : loved by all, but most 

By many a wishing fair, with watchful guard 

He kept himself from each unseemly deed. 995 

The praise of Tydeus shall be summ'd in brief, 

Though great: no pomp of words flow'd from his 

tongue, 
But, dreadful with his shield, the various works 
Of war he knew ; in the mild arts of peace 
Inferior to his brother Meleager, 1000 

With the bold spear he equall'd his renown, 
Skill'd in the music of the clashing shield ; 
Rich in a aoul like his a thirst for glory, 



THB SUPPLICANTS. 37 

In speech less graceful, but in noble deeds 

His equal. From such praise due to my friends, 1005 

Marvel not, Theseus, that before the walls 

They dared to die : a generous education 

Inspires an honest shame : the brave man, train M 

To high exploits, would blush, when danger calls 

To be found recreant : valor may be taught, 1010 

Ev'n as we teach a child to speak, to hear, 

What, till so taught, he knows not ; and such lore 

The man with fondness to old age retains : 

Incitement strong to train your children well. 

Cho. Alas, my son, to an ill fate I train'd thee, 
To an ill fate I bore thee. Pluto now 1016 

Hath all, for which a wretched mother felt 
A mother's throes ; and I, O wo ! who bore 
A son, have now no son to cheer my age. 

Adr. The generous son of Oicles, by the gods 1020 
Snatch'd down the yawning gulf alive with all 
His harnass'd steeds and chariot, hath from them 
Evident praise. Should I with honor name 
The son of (Ed i pus, truth and his worth 
Would ratify the praise of Polynices ; 1025 

For long ere from the Tbeban state he came 
A voluntary exile, he had been 
My guest at Argos. But vouchsafe to know 
Touching these dead what more I wish from thee. 1029 

The. Whate'er it be, my will is prompt to grant it. 

Adr. This Capaneus, struck by the flames of Jove — 

The. Should he, a sacred corse, be tomb'd apart? 

Adr. Ev'n so : the rest placed on one common pyre. 

The. Where raise the separate monument for him? 

Adr. Here, nigh this sacred temple, raise his tomb. 

The. This charge to the attendants be assigned: 1096 
And these be mine. Advance the pomp of death. 

Adr. Go then, ye wretched molVtet^ \te*x ^wa vs*v 
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The. Not so, Adrastus ; misbecoming that. 

Adk. Ought not the mothers' hands to touch their 
sons? 1040 

The. To view them in this ghastly change would 
raise , 
Distraction : dreadful to the sight is death, 
When new ; why wouldst thou aggravate their wo ? 

Ada. Thy words have reason. Stay with patience 
then ; 
Theseus says well : when to the funeral pile 1045 

Their bodies are consign'd, it shall be yours 
To bear their bones away. Unhappy mortals, 
Why forge the spear? Why spread the mutual carnage ? 
Forbear; and, ceasing from your ruinous toils, 
Peaceful amidst the peaceful save your towns. 1060 
Short is the space of life : behoves us then 
With ease to pass it, nor with rugged toil. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

No more with son, with offspring bless'd, 
A mother's name no more I bear ; 

Amidst the Argive dames my breast 1055 

No more a parent's joy shall share. 
Lucina, lenient of a mother's throes, 

Shall greet the childless name no more, 

But leave me lonely to deplore, 

Through cheerless life, my sickly woes : 1060 

For, like a cloud that flits along the sky, 

Before the driving blast I fly. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Seven mothers once of honor'd name, 
Seven sons, distracting thought ! we bore ; 

Applauding Argos hail'd their fame ; 10G5 

Vut thosu seven sons arc uow no more. 
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The gloom of desolation darkening round, 
Affliction with malignant rage 
Bends to the earth our wretched age, 
And anguish rends the bleeding wound. 1070 

Nor, 'mongst the living nor the dead our fate 
Demands apart a lonely state. 

EPODB. 

Of my son his house bereft, 

Naught to me, save tears, is left, 

And those monuments of wo, 1076 

On the dead which we bestow ; 

Locks, from these hoar temples shorn ; 

Chaplets framed his brows to adorn ; 

Measures, harsh to Apollo's ear, 

Radiant with his golden hair. 1080 

With the rising morn my sighs 

Wake to tears my melting eyes ; 

Down my bosom, down my stole 

Still the moistening streams shall roll. 

Clio. And now the pyre of Capaneus I see ; 1085 
And there, without the gates, tho sacred tomb 
By Theseus raised, sad honor to the dead : 
The illustrious wife of bim, who by the stroke 
Of thunder fell transnVd, Evadne nigh, 
Daughter of aged Iphis. Why, this way 1000 

Advancing, on the rock's aerial height, 
That overlooks this dome, takes she her stand ? 

EVADNE, CHORUS. 

STROPHE. 
EVADNE. 

Where now the golden flood of light, 
Roll'd from the glorious-beaming orb of day? 
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Where the moon's silver-waving ray, 1095 

That to her swift train riding through the night, 

Spread her pale lustre through the air ; 

What time, the festive joy to share, 
Applauding Argos join'd ray nuptial train, 

And swell'd the high ecstatic strain, 1100 

Hailing in votive verse the bride, 
With Capaneus, their hero, at my side ? 

Now raving from my house I came, 
Bent to partake my lost lord's doom, 

To share with him the funeral flame, 1105 

With him to sink into the tomb ; 
With him to Pluto's dark abodes to go, 

There end a toilsome life of wo : 
Sweetest the death, if ratified on high, 
Together with our dying friends to die. 1110 

Cho. There from thy rocky station dost thou see 
That pyre, the sacred right of Jove, where lies 
Thy husband, by the thunder's flame subdued ? 

ANT1STROPHE. 
EVADNE. 

I see my end : for this I came. 
For this the station of this rock I chose : 1115 

The tangling Fates around me close. 
Hence will I throw me, led by honest fame, 

And headlong from this cliff's steep brow 

Plunge in the flaming pile below. 
With my loved lord's my body shall be laid ; 1 120 

And, as the flames around us spread, 

1112 Both Grecians and Romans esteemed persons struck 
with lightning as sacred ; but the laws of Greece did not pro- 
hibit their bodies to be burned. 
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My corse with his dear corse shall join, 
Pleased thus to tread the courts of Proserpine. 

Thee, though the iron hand of death 
Hath seized thy livid limbs his prey, 1126 

Never shall thy Evadne's breath, 
In fondness for this earth, betray. 
Bright sun, farewell ; farewell, my nuptial bed : 

Happier in Argos be thou spread : 
My generous lord glow'd with love's purest fire ; 1 130 
And with him shall the generous wife expire. 

Cho. But see, thy father, aged Iphis, near 
Advances : thy last words, if unexpected 
They hit his ear, will fill his soul with grief. 

IPHIS, EVADNE, CHORUS. 

I ph. O thou unhappy ! I too in mine age 1135 

Unhappy ; from the gods a double grief 
Lies on me : to his country would I bear 
My son, who by the Theban spear was slain, 
Eteoclus ; my daughter too I seek : 
She disappear'd at once, leaving my house 1140 

With abrupt flight, the wife of Capaneus, 
To die with her dead husband her warm wish. 
My care was watchful o'er her, and awhile 
Prevented this ; but, through these pressing ills 
My vigilance suspended, she escaped, • 1145 

Most likely hither : if you know, inform me. 

Ev. Why ask of them, my father? on this rock, 
Like some poor bird, I hover o'er the pyre 
Of Capaneus, a wretch, and soon to fall. 

Iph. My child, what impulse this? Ah, why this 
dress? 1150 

My house why left? Why hither art thow fcwsifc\ 

Ev. Soon mightat thou reach the pwnpotX. olxcoj %w&> 
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Hearing it : but I wish thee not to bear it. 

Iph. Is it not just then that thy father know it ? 

Ev. No fair judge thou of what my thoughts intend. 

Iph. But why with all this rich array adorn'd ? 1156 

Ev. To something noble this rich dress preludes. 

Iph. Ill suits it one that o'er a husband mourns. 

Ev. But for some new intent am I array 'd. 

Iph. What, at this tomb, this pyre to show thy- 
self? 1160 

Ev. There lies the conquest, which I come to win. 

Iph. Conquest! what conquest? That I wish to 
learn. 

Ev. O'er all the wives yon sun hath e'er beheld. 

Iph. In prudence, or in richly- tissued work? 

Ev. In virtue, with my husband laid in death. 1165 

Iph. Some senseless riddle this: what may it mean? 

Ev. Hence to the pyre of Capaneus I plunge. 

Iph. My daughter, let not many hear such words. 

Ev. It is my wish that every Argive heard them. 

Iph. To such a deed I never will consent. 1170 

Ev. It matters not ; thou canst not reach me here. 
Now plunge I headlong down ; to thee my fall 
Not pleasing, but to me, and to my husband, 
Thus join'd in death, and in one funeral pile. , 
. Cho. Ah, lady, what a dreadful deed is this! 1175 

Iph. Wo, ruin, horror! O ye Argive dames! 

Cho. Alas, alas thy miseries, suffering this 
A deed of dreadful daring in thy sight ! 

Iph. Can there be found a grief to equal this? 

Cho. Alas thy sufferings ! Thou hast lived to share 
The fortunes of the unhappy CEdipus 1181 

In thine old age, thou and my wretched country. 

Iph. Ab, why is it denied to mortal roan 

1156 So Alceatia, on the destined day of her death, dressed 
herself in her most splendid robe. 
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Twice to be young, and tbence return again 

To hoary age? For in domestic business 1185 

If aught be ill conducted, after thought 

May counsel better ; but in life this power 

We have not. Might we twice be young, twice old, 

Such double age would give us room to amend 

What was amiss. Observing other houses 1190 

Florish with children, I grew fond of them, 

And wish'd to be a father : had I known, 

Had I experienced what a father feels 

When of a child bereaved, T had not fallen 

Into this present wo. I wish'd, I gain'd 1195 

A son with every excellence adorn'd : 

Of him I am bereaved. Then be it so. 

What shall this wretch now do ? Should I return 

To my own house ? Sad desolation there 

I shall behold, to sink my soul with grief. 1200 

Or go I to the house of Capaneus ? 

That was delightful to me, when I found 

My daughter there ; but she is there no more : 

Oft would she kiss my cheek, with fond caress 

Oil soothe me. To a father waxing old 1205 

Nothing is dearer than a daughter : sons 

Have spirits of higher pitch, but less inclined 

To sweet endearing fondness. Lead me then, 

Instantly lead me to my house, consign 

My wretched age to darkness, there to waste 1210 

And pine away. Ah, what will it avail me 

To grasp the ashes of my son ? Old age, 

Struggling with many griefs, O, how I bate thee ! 

How I hate all, that wish to lengthen life, 

Striving with nectar'd bowls and viands rare 1215 

To turn it from its current, that they die not I 

Behoves them rather, since their wasted strength 

In nothing serves their country, to begone, 
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To die, and give to youthful vigor place. 1219 

Semi. Look there, look there; the ashes of my son 
Warm from the funeral pile they bring : support me, 
My female train, support my feeble age. 
Grief for my son, long rankling at my heart, 
Hath wasted all my strength : a greater grief 
Can mortals know, through all the various ills 1225 
Of life, than this, to see their children dead ? 

SON, IPHIS, CHORUS. 

Son. I bring, unhappy mother, from the flames 
J bring my father's relics : grief hath made 
The load not light, whilst with despair I see 
Shrunk to this narrow compass all my hopes. 1230 

Semi. Ah me I ah me! Thou bringest tears, my 
child, 
Dear to the wretched mother of the dead ; 
And for the chiefs once through Mycenae famed, 
All that remains, this little heap of ashes. 

Son. And I, unhappy in my father's loss, 1235 

Deserted, in a desert house shall live 
An orphan, in a parent's arms no more. 

Semi. Where now are all a mother's nursing cares, 
Her watchings o'er her son, her sleepless nights, 
And the fond kiss on his dear cheek impress'd ? 1240 

Son. All lost : thy sons too, thou sad mother, lost; 
The ethereal air now has them, from the flames 
Naught, but this little heap of ashes, left : 
Too hastily to Pluto's halls they sunk. 
Yet dost thou hear, my father, my son's voice : 1245 
Shall I ne'er lift the shield, ne'er face the foe 
In arms to avenge thy slaughter ? 

Iph. O my child, 

May this be so ! what time the gods appoint, 
May these eves see this vengeaucts for thy father ! 
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This mischief sleeps not yet. 

Son. Enough of griefs, 1250 

Enough of woes my wretched fate presents : 
But I will check them. When shall I behold 
With transport glittering in their arms the chiefs 
Of Argos, and avenge my father's death ? 
Ev'n yet methinks I see thee, O my father ; 1255 

Thy fondness yet is present to my eyes ; 
But thy endearing words are heard no more, 
They die along the air. A double grief 
Thy loss hath left ; to my unhappy mother, 
To tbee a father's sorrows ne'er shall fail. 1260 

Iph. I feel their weight, they sink me to the ground. 
O, let me press his ashes to my bosom ! 

Son. I weep to bear thy melancholy words ; 
They touch me to the heart. 

Iph. Thou art no more, 

My son ; no more shall these fond eyes behold 1265 
In thee, the dear, dear image of thy mother. 

THESEUS, ADRASTUS, IPHIS, SON, CHORUS. 

The. Adrastus, and yc Argivc dnmcs, you see 
Tour son 8 hold in their hands the dear remains 
Of their illustrious fathers, by my arms 
Recover'd, and by me presented to them, 1270 

And by this state. Behoves you to preserve 
Grateful remembrance of these benefits. 
To all be these suggestions made ; this state 
Hold high in honor, and from age to age 
Transmit the lasting memory of this grace. 1275 

Be witness, Jove, and all ye powers of heaven, 
What courtesies from us received, you go. 

Adr. Theseus, we all are conscious what good deeds 
Thy grace hath done to the Argive state when most 
It wanted grace. Indelibly this kindxieaa Yfcfcft 
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Shall on our hearts be graven: generous acts 
Conferral a grateful recompense demand. 
The. Is there aught else you wish me to effect? 
Adr. Farewell : that wish thou and thy state de- 
serve. 
The. And be the like good fortune thine: fare* 

well. 
Min. Hear, Theseus, hear Minerva's words, that 
teach thee 1286 

What thou shouldst do, what doing thou thy state 
Mayst benefit. These ashes of the dead 
Give not their sons to bear with them to Argos, 
Dismissing them so lightly. For thy toils, 1200 

Thine and the state's, Adrastus ought to give 
An oath : as lord, as king, his oath shall bind 
Argos and all its realms. Be this the oath : — 
* Ne'er shall the Argives 'gainst this land advance 
In hostile arms, but with the spear repel 1295 

The invading foe: if 'gainst this state they march, 
In violation of this oath, may Argos 
Sink in the dust with infamy !' Now hear me, 
Where thou shouldst slay the victims : in thine house 
Thou hast a brazen-footed tripod, once 1300 

By Hercules (when Troy beneath his might 
Bow'd her high head, though hasting to achieve 
Exploits of other purpose) to the shrine 
Of Pytho vow'd : on this let three lambs bleed ; 
Then on its hollow disk engrave the oath, 1305 

And give it to the god, whose power presides 
O'er Delphi, to preserve it, that to Greece 
It may remain a monument to attest 
These oaths. This done, the sharp-edged sword, with 

which 
The victims' blood is shed, nigh the seven pyres 1310 
Deep bury in the earth, that 'gainst this land 
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Should they e'er march, dug up it might appal them. 

Portending rout, and a return with shame. 

These things perform'd, dismiss them, and their 

dead ; 
And consecrate the inclosure, where their bodies 1315 
Blazed on the hallow'd flames, to her who claims 
The ground where three ways meet, the Isthmian 

goddess. 
Thus far to thee : now to these Argive youths. 
Advanced to manhood's prime, your arms shall waste 
The city of Ismenus, and avenge 1320 

Your fathers' death : and thou, iEgialeus, 
Shalt, in thy father's stead, a youthful chief, 
Lead on the martial train ; with thee the son 
Of Tydeus, from iEtolia, by his father 
Named Diomed. It is ordain'd that you, 1326 

Tour cheeks scarce shaded with the manly down, 
With all the embattled troops of Argos bright 
In arms, shall march 'gainst the seven towers of 

Thebes : 
Dreadful to them your lion race, though young. 
And you shall storm the town : thus shall it be : 1330 
And, call'd through Greece Epigoni, your fame 
Shall in recording strains be sounded high: 
Such troops, such conquest will the gods assign you. 

The. Royal Minerva, I obey thy words ; 
For, led by thee, in error's devious paths 1336 

I stray not : with this oath him will I bind. 

1317 Whoever this Isthmian goddess might be, it appears 
evident that the sacred inclosure, in which these chiefs re- 
ceived their last honors, was in the way by which the Argives 
must march in their invasion of Attica ; and the tombs, nigh 
the road which leads from Eleusis to Megara, were a monu- 
ment to remind them of the kindness of the Athenians, and to 
upbraid them for their own ingratitude. These tumuli were 
remaining in the time of Pausaniaa. 
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Be thou my guide to right : if thou vouchsafe 
Thy grace, our future life shall pass secure. 

Cho. Let us then go, Adrastus, and this oath 1340 
Confirm to him and to the state : their toils, 
Benevolent to us, demand respect. 
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HERCULES. 



ARGUMENT. 

During the absence of Hercules in the infernal regions, whi* 
ther he is sent by Eurystheus to drag to light the triple* 
headed dog Cerberus, Lycus, king of Thebes, not doubting 
that the enterprise will prove fatal to the hero, seizes on 
his three sons, together with their mother Megara, and 
grandfather Amphitryon, in order to allay his fears of their 
popularity and influence by thoir immediate death : but hi* 
cruel intentions are arrested by the timely intervention of 
Hercules, who arrives in triumph from his late expedition, 
and avenges the injuries sustained by his family on the 
tyrant, whom he slays. In the mean time, Iris and Lyssst, 
at the instigation of Juno, afflict Hercules with frensy, un- 
der the influence of which he destroys his wife and sons, 
mistaking them for the relatives of Eurystheus. On his 
recovery, he is struck with horror at his involuntary crime, 
and is at length prevailed on by Theseus to accompany him 
to Athens, after committing to his father Amphitryon the 
care of the funerals. — [The scene is at Thebes, before the 
palace of Hercules.] 



AMPHITRYON, MEGARA, CHORUS. 

Amph. Lives there a man, to whom the Argive chief, 
Amphitryon, partner of the bed of Jove, 
Is not well known ? Alcaeus was his sire, 
From PerseuB sprung, and Hercules his son. 
He held his seat in Thebes, where from the earth 6 
Uprose the dragon race, of whom but few 
Mars spared : their great descendants vet \\& \ara«t% 
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Of Cadmus florish'd : Creon, of their line, 

Son of Menceceus, of this land was king, 

And father of Megara, whom you see : 10 

To her the sons of Thebes attuned their flutes 

And hymeneal hymns, when to my house 

The illustrious Hercules with festive joy 

Led her his bride. But Thebes, my residence, 

And this Megara, and the alliance form'd 15 

Through her, my son soon left, with strong desire 

To fix his seat at Argos, and the towers 

Raised by the Cyclops : exiled thence I fly, 

My hapless hand staiu'd with Electryon's blood. 

To alleviate my misfortunes, and to inhabit 20 

(What much he wish'd) his country, high rewards 

He to Eurystheus offer'd, ev'n to tame 

Whate'er of savage then annoy'd the earth, 

Whether by Juno prompted, or the Fates. 

The other toils with glory he achieved ; 25 

18 These were architects, who attended Prcetus when he 
returned out of Asia. Among other works, with which they 
adorned Greece, were the walls of Mycenae and Tiryns, 
which were said to have been built of unhewn stones, so 
large, that two mules yoked could not move the smallest of 
them. 

19 Mestor and Electryon were sons of Perseus : Hippothoe 
was the daughter of Mestor, by Lysidice, daughter of Pelops ; 
she bore 'laphius by Neptune: Pterelaus was his son. 
Whilst Electryon and Taphius reigned at Mycenae, the sons 
of Pterelaus demanded the kingdom, as descended from Lysi- 
dice : the sons of Electryon opposed their claim : a battle en- 
sued, in which six of the seven sons of Pterelaus, and all the 
sons of Electryon, except Licymnius, who was very young, 
were slain. The Taphians who survived the battle drove 
away some heifers, the property of Electryon, and committed 

~ them to the charge of Polyxenus, king of the Eleans, from 

whom Amphitryon, who had married Alcmena, the daughter 

of Electryon, recovered them. As be was driving them back, 

one ran from the herd : at this, he threw a large staff', which 

he chanced to have in his hand : the staff" dancing from her 

horn struck the head of Electryon, aud killed him. 
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JJut for the last, to Pluto's drear abode 

Through the dark jaws of Trenarus he went, 

To drag the triple-headed dog to light : 

Thence he returns not. Yet in Thebes remains 

The fame of times of old, that Lycus once, 30 

Wedded to Dirce, held his awful reign 

O'er the seven towers of Thebes, before the sons 

Of Jove, Amphion and his brother Zethus, 

Mounted on steeds that toss'd their siWer manes, 

Were monarchs of the land. His son, who bears 35 

His father's name, (no Tbeban, but to Thebes 

Sent from Euboea, while amidst this state 

Discord raged high,) slew Creon, and now holds 

The empire. We, to Creon's blood allied, 

Thence draw our greatest miseries : for, my son, 40 

Now in the darksome caves below, this king, 

The potent Lycus,' wishes to destroy 

The sons of Hercules, to slay his wife, 

And, that by murder murder may be quench'd, 

Me too, a weak old man, if yet 'mongst men 45 

I may be number'd ; lest, should time advance 

Their age to manhood, for their grandsire's blood 

Their vengeance should be roused. I, for my son, 

When down the earth's dark steep he took his way, 

Left me to guard his children and his house, 50 

To save them from impending ruin, here 

Sit, with their mother, at this altar, raised 

To Jove, the high Preserver, which my son 

Erected as a generous monument 

Of his victorious spear, when his strong arm 55 

Subdued the Minyee. To this seat we fly 

56 The Thebans had been tributary to Erginus, king of the 
Minyse : Hercules, meeting his ambassadors going to demand 
this tribute, treated them very roughly, «&& &w?* ^otlWO*. 
to Orchomenus. Erginus, exasperated «x \Yv\* %SltobX« *&■ 
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For refuge, wanting all things, food and drink, 
Aud raiment, on the bare uncover'd ground 
Our limbs reclining ; for our house close shut 
Against us, here we sit in deep despair 60 

Of safety. Of my friends there are, I see, 
Who were not such ; and they, who are indeed 
My friends, want power to succor me : 'moiigst men 
Such is the influence of calamity ; 
Which never may he know, whose thoughts intend C5 
Ev'n the least good to me ; it proves false friends. 

Meg. Thou venerable man, who, glorious once 
In arms, the leader of the Theban force, 
In dreadful ruin laid'st the Taphian towers, 
What darkness hides the counsels of the gods 70 

From mortal eyes ! To me no joy devolves 
From all my father's fortune ; yet he onco 
Was bless'd with all the pride of wealth ; he once 
Had empire, which inflamed the ported spear 
To rage against the bosom of the great ; 75 

He once had children : me he fondly gave 
In marriage to thy son, the illustrious wife 
Of Hercules : these blessings in his death 
Vanish'd at once ; now thou and I must die ; 
These too, the sons of Hercules, must die, 80 

Whom, like the parent bird that in her nest 
Sits on her unfledged young, beneath my wings 
I shelter : these alternate question me, — 
( Where is our father ? whither is he gone ? 
What is he doing ? when will he return V 85 

t 
vanced in arms against Thebes : Hercules met him, defeated 
his army, and compelled the Minyae to pay the Thebans a 
double tribute : for this heroic action Creon gave hi in his 
eldest daughter Megara in marriage. 

69 Amphitryon, to revenge the death of the sons of Elec- 
tryoo, had carried on the war against the Taphians, called 
a/so Teleboans, and demolished their towns. 
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Thus droops their feeble age, thug they require 

Their parent : to divert their minds, I speak 

The words of comfort, and admiring see, 

Oft as the gates resound, their ready feet 

Start forward, at their father's knees to fall. 00 

But now what hope of safety doth thy age ' 

Deem easy ? for on thee my eyes are fix'd. 

For neither from this land by secret flight 

Can we escape ; each avenue is held 

By guards too strong for us ; nor in our friends 05 

Remains a hope : if aught thy thoughts suggest, 

Propose it; let not instant death overtake us; 

Weak as we are, we would protract the time. 

Am ph. Daughter, it is no slight nor easy task 
To accomplish this : it asks most serious heed. 100 

Meg. Is there one sorrow wanting to thy store? 
Or is the light of life so grateful to thee ? 

Amph. I joy in heaven's sweet light, and cherish 
hope. 

Meg. And I : yet vain is hope, where hope must 
fail. 

Amph. In their delays ills find a remedy. 105 

Meg. The space between is mournful, and afflicts 
me. • > 

Amph. Some prosperous course may yet be open'd 
to us, 
To escape these evils that inclose us round : 
My son, perchance, thy husband, may return. 
But cease thy plaints, and from thy children's eyes 1 10 
Dry those tear-flowing founts ; speak comfort to them, 
A soothing, but a wretched fallacy : 
For ev'n afflictions waste away, their force 
To mortal man abated ; nor for ever 
Holds the rude whirlwind his impetwow* ?*%fe % » \\5* 
And those, whom Fortune favors witYkYtw %vc&fe%, 
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Share not those smiles unceasing to the end. 
His worth, shines forth the brightest, who in hope 
Always confides : the abject soul despairs. 

CHORUS. 

The vaulted roof I leave, the couch of age, 120 

Whilst my weak steps this staff sustains : 
Like the hoar bird, with fears of ill presage 

I come to pour the mournful strains. 

Nothing, save words, is left me now ; 
A lifeless vision of the night I seem, 125 

The phantom of a dream ; 
Though trembling these, yet friendly shall they flow. 

Unhappy orphans, for no more 

You know a father's guardian power : 
Thou poor old man, and thou afflicted daine, 130 

How is thy heart with bitter anguish pain'd 
For thy lost lord in Pluto's house detained ! 

Nay, hurry not my feeble frame, 
As up the craggy steep 
You lash'd the coursers foaming at the car : 135 

Faintly and slowly on I creep : 

And, as with step infirm I tread, 

Gently this heavy burden lead ; 
Support me by the robe and by the hand ; 

Thy age my failing age shall bear. 140 

There was a time, when, 'midst the youthful band, 
First in the labors of the well-fought field 
1 grasp'd the youthful spear, and raised the shield ; 

Nor in my country's fierce alarms 

Disgraced her glorious arms. J 15 

Behold these boys ; how stern their brow, 
Their father's spirit flashing from their eyes : 
They too his hapless fortune know, 
As they his manly grace retain. 
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O Greece, if reft of these, what firm allies, 150 

How dauntless in the ensanguined plain 
Wilt thou lament 

No more : for see, the monarch of this land, 
Lycus, advances to this house. He's here. 

LYCUS, AMPHITRYON, MEOARA, CHORUS. 

Lyc. If I might ask the father and the wife 155 

Of Hercules, (and sure your lord may ask,) 
In what confiding seek you to prolong 
Your life ? What hope presents itself? what force 
Expect you, not to die ? Have you a thought, 
That from the realms of Pluto, where he lies, 160 

The sire of these will come, you raise your grief, 
Since you must die, so mishecomingly ? 
To thee I speak, who many an empty boast 
Hast spread through Greece, that Jove once shared 

thy bed, 
And gave this strange son birth : I speak to thee, 165 
Who of the bravest man art call'd the wife. 
Yet by thy husband what illustrious deed 
Hath been achieved, if he destroy *d and slew 
The marsh-bred Hydra, or Nemaean beast, 
Which in his nets he caught, then vaunting said 170 
He grasp'd it in his arms, and strangled it? 
On this presume you to contend with me ? 
Is it for this the sons of Hercules 
Ought not to die ? Who, with no merit, held 
The fame of daring courage, that with beasts 175 

He fought, in naught besides his prowess proved : 
His left hand never knew to raise the shield ; 
Never advanced he nigh the spear, but held 
The bow, a coward's weapon, and to flight 
Was always prompt; no proof of m&n\&oo&, yiwv* \S& 
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Of daring courage is the bow, best shown 

By him, who, on the battle's perilous edge 

Conspicuous, dares to face the rapid spear, 

And shrinks not from the furrow'd wounds it cuts. 

Think not, old man, what now I do takes rise 185 

From insolence, but caution : well I know 

I slew her father Creon, and possess 

His throne : I therefore have no will to rear 

These boys, and leave them to revenge my deeds. 189 

Amph. May Jove protect his son, for that to Jove 
Belongs : with words his folly to refute 
Shall be my part ; for never will I bear 
To hear thee, Hercules, defamed. And first 
The charge of cowardice (shame on the tongue 
That brought so vile a charge !) will I disprove, 195 
And call the gods to witness. Let me ask 
The thunder, and the flaming car of Jove, 
Which he, ascending, in the giant sons 
Of Earth his winged arrows deep infix'd, 
And shared the glorious triumph of the gods. 200 

To Pholoe go, basest of kings, and ask 
The four-hoof'd monsters of the centaur race, 
What man they judge the bravest : whom would they 
Name, but my son ? Yet is his fame, thou say'st, 
Held by no merit. Ask the Euboean Dirphe, 205 
That nurtured thee : it would not sound thy praise ; 
For never will thy country, for aught brave, 
Where'er achieved, bear witness to thy fame. 
But wisdom's prime invention dost thou blame, 
The arrow-bearing quiver : hear me now, 210 

And become wise : the man array'd in arms 
Is to his arms a slave, and, station'd nigh 

205 Lycus was an Euboean: Dirphe, or Dirphys, was a 
mountain of Eubccu, not fur from (Klmliu, which Hercules laid 
waste; therefore a witness of hia vaVor, 
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Weak-hearted dastards, through their cowardice 

He perishes ; or should he break his spear, 

What hath he to protect him from the carnage, 215 

His valor thus disarmed ? But he, that grasps 

The skilful-aiming bow, hath in his hand 

One thing which much avails him, whence he sends 

A thousand arrows 'gainst the breast of others, 

Himself from death defending; and, his stand 220 

Held distant, pours his vengeance on his foes, 

Who fall by unseen wounds, himself secure, 

Nor to their arms exposed : for in the fight 

This is the work of wisdom, to aunoy 

The enemies, secure from their attack. 225 

This to refute thy vain plea have I said. > 

But wherefore wouldst thou kill these boys? To thee 

What have they done ? Yet must I hold thee wise 

In this one point, that, coward as thou art, 

Thou view'stthe offspring of the brave with dread. 230 

Yet this on us is hard, that we must die 

Through thy base cowardice, when on thy head 

Our vengeance (for thy betters we) should fall, 

Were Jove with righteous thought attentive to us. 

If thou wilt hold the sceptre of this land, 235 

Permit us exiled hence to fly : by force 

Nothing shalt thou obtain, or on thyself 

Draw vengeance, when the god shall change the gale 

In which thy sails now wanton. Thankless Thebes, 

(For I will turn to thee, on thee will pour 240 

My just reproaches,) dost thou thus defend 

The hero and his sons ? Yet he advanced 

Alone 'gainst ail the Minyoe in arms, 

And gave thine eye to view the golden light 

Of liberty. Nor, Greece, dost thou deserve 245 

My praise, nor ever will I lock my \vpa 

In silence at thy baseness to my aou i 
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Tbee it behoved, in aid of these poor boys, 

With fire, with spears, with arms to rush along, 

Their father's toils requiting, for he clear'd 250 

Thy seas, thy land, from every ruffian force 

Infesting them : but nor the state of Thebes, 

Nor Greece, my sons, hath spirit to protect you. 

On me you cast your eyes, a friend indeed, 

But weak, and nothing but a sounding tongue: 255 

Long hath my strength forsaken me, my limbs 

Tremble with age, my languid nerves unbraced. 

O, that T now were young, or that these arms 

Retain'd their vigor ! I would grasp the spear, 

And stain those yellow-waviug locks with blood ; 260 

Or force the baffled coward from my lance 

To fly beyond the Atlantic's farthest bounds. 

Cho. Are not the good, though to opprobrious words 
Slow, oft provoked by wrongs to give them vent ? 

Lyc. Speak thou against me what proud words thou 
wilt, 2G5 

There fortified ; yet for those words my deeds 
Shall work thee wo. Go, bid the woodmen haste, 
Some to the valleys of Parnassus, some 
To Helicon ; there hew the trunks of oak, 
And bear them to the city ; pile them you 270 

Each way this altar round, set them on fire, 
And burn those wretches there ; that they may know 
Their Creon dead no longer in these realms 
Bears rule, but I am now the lord of Thebes. 
And you, old men, who dare oppose your wills 275 
To mine, the sons of Hercules alone 
Lament not, but the ruin that shall fall 
Ou your own house ; you will remember then 
That you are slaves to my despotic power. 

Cho, You, offspring of the earth, whom Mars of old 
Sow'd when the dragon's furious javia ta Wed, 281 
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Will not each raise the staff which his right hand 

Supports, and dash it 'gainst his bleeding head, 

Who, not a Theban, o'er the Theban youth 

Most basely lords it, alien though he be? 285 

Yet never shalt thou hold thy tyrant sway 

With joy o'er me, nor, what my hand with toil 

Hath earn'd, possess : with mischief on thy head 

Hence to the country whence thou earnest, there spread 

Thy insults ; whilst I live, ne'er shalt thou kill 200 

The sons of Hercules ; for not so far 

Lies he concealed beneath the earth, his sons 

Forsaking : of these regions thou art lord, 

Which groan beneath thy ravages ; whilst he, 

Who succor'd them, receives no worthy meed. 205 

Much I avail my friends by all the zeal 

I show the dead, when friends are wanted most. 

my right hand, how dost thou long to grasp 
The spear ! But now the vengeful hour is lost 

In weak old age ; else would I check thy pride, 800 
Who call'st me slave : jvith glory might we then 
Inhabit this our Thebes, now thy delight. 
Ill fares it with that unwise state, which shakes 
With base sedition and ill counsels rent ; 
Else it had ne'er received thee as its lord. 305 

Meg. Ye reverend men, I thank you ; for our friends 
A just resentment shows an honest zeal ; 
Yet in our cause let not your anger rise 
Against your lords, to draw their vengeance on you. 
And thou, Amphitryon, hear what now my soul 310 
Suggests, if worth attention aught I speak. 

1 love my children ; how can 1 but love them, 
Whom I brought forth, and cherish'd with fond care? 
Nay more, I think it terrible to die : 

Yet him, that strives against necessity, 315 

I deem but ill advised. Since we mv\*l &\e. 
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Unseemly were it that we die consumed 

With fire, so made a mockery to our foes : 

Death were to me a lighter ill ; and much, 

Much to the honor of our house we owe. 320 

The glory of the puissant spear is thine ; 

Be not that glory tarnish'd at thy death 

Through fear : the glory of my husband needs 

Naught to attest it ; neither would he wish 

To save his sons, where infamy must taint 325 

Their honest fame : ill brooks the generous mind 

Dishonor on his' children ; nor shall I 

Refuse to emulate my noble lord. 

See now how lightly I esteem thy hope. 

Hast thou a thought that from the realms bdlow 330 

Thy son will come ? Who ever from those realms 

Returned ? Or deem'st thou that to soothing words 

He will relent ? An untaught, brutal foe 

To fly were much dishonor : to the wise, 

Whose minds are train'd to virtue, we submit, 335 

For there a modest gentleness we find. 

My mind suggests, might we prevail to save 

My sons by exile, what a wretched state 

Is safety with distressful poverty ; 

Since from the face of such a guest each friend 340 

Will turn, nor longer than a single day 

Behold him with a pleasant eye. Then dare 

To die with us, since thou must die, howe'er 

Thou bear thy death : thy nobleness of soul, 

Old man, we challenge. He, who strives against 345 

Heaven-sent calamities, strives but to show 

His folly ; for the necessary ill 

Will come ; its fatal course no god can check. 

Cho. If, whilst my arm retained its vigorous force, 
This insult had been offer'd, I with ease 350 

Should have repell'd it; I am nothing now. 
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Behoves thee then, Amphitryon, to look to it, 
How best to guard thee from the impending ill. 

Amph. Nothing of abject fear, nor fond desire ' 
Of life withholds me, that I yield to death 355 

Reluctant ; but a warm wish for my son 
To save his sons, an unavailing wish ! 
See, to thy sword this neck is stretch'd; plunge 

deep 
Thy falchion, kill me, hurl me from the rock : 
Yet for one grace I am thy suppliant king ; 360 

Kill me, kill her the wretched mother, ere 
Thou slay the children : let me not behold 
The unhallow'd sight; nor, while their warm blood 

flows, 
Hear them, with cries call on their mother, call 
On me their, father's father : for the rest, 365 

If such thy ruthless purpose, act thy will : 
We have no power to rescue us from death. 

Meg. I am thy suppliant too ; to grace add grace, 
And merit thanks of both : permit me, king, 
Opening the doors, which now are shut against us, 370 
To array my children in the dress of death ; 
A scanty portion from their father's house. 

Lyc. Well, be it so. Of my attendants some 
Open the house : go in, array yourselves ; ' 
I envy not your robes : when you are vested 375 

With such attire as suits thee, I will come, 
And send you to the darksome realms below. 

Meg. Come then, my sons, let your unhappy steps 
Attend your mother to your father's house : 
Others indeed there lord it, and have seized 380 

His wealth; the name as yet remains with us. 

Amph. In vain, O Jove, that thou hast shared my 
bed, 
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It is in vain that I am call'd with thee 

The father of this son ; thou art a friend 

Less than thou seemest : mortal as I am, 385 

In virtue I exceed thee, though a god 

Of mighty power ; for I have not betray'd 

The sons of Hercules : well didst thou know 

To come by stealth unto my couch, to invade 

A bed not thine, no leave obtain'd ; to save 390 

Thy friends thou dost not know : thou art a god 

In wisdom or in justice little versed. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Their meed of fame when virtue's works require, 

Subliraer measures Phoebus brings, 
Smites with a bolder hand his golden lyre, 305 

And gives to glory all its sounding strings. 

'Tis mine to bid the numbers flow, 

The hero's glorious deeds to crown, 

Who to the dreary realms below 
Dared with bold step the dangerous puth to tread, 40O 

If him Amphitryon's son I name. 

Or Jove his offspring deigns to own ; 
The generous virtues claim this meed of fame, 

This honor to the illustrious dead : 
The sacred forest saw his first of toils 405 

Peace to its frighted glades restore, 

And grateful echoed with applause, 
When o'er his manly limbs the victor wore 

The tawny lion's shaggy spoils, 

Terrific with its yawning jaws. 410 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

With many a shaft wing'd from his fatal bow, 
The savage Centaurs' mountain band 
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He quell 'd, And laid the bleeding monsters low, 

In Pholoe gored by his victorious hand : 

Peneus, witness to his might, 415 

In triumph roll'd his beauteous tide ; 

Witness was each uncultured height, 
The woods of Pelion nodding to the gale, 

And neighboring Omole's deep caves ; 

Descending down whose rugged side 420 

Each Centaur in his hand a pine-tree waves, 

And, thundering o'er Thessalia's vale, 
With fierce incursions shook the country round. 

The spotted hind, that irear'd with pride 

The golden honors of its head, 425 

And wasted (Ene's sylvan coverts wide, 

Untried he chased, he seized, he bound, 

A trophy to the huntress maid. 

STROPHE II. 

He yoked the fiery coursers to the car, 

Entering the Thracian tyrant's walls, 430 

And taught their mouths the iron curb to bear : 
Unrein'd, and pawing in their gore-dew'd stalls, 

Greedy of human flesh they stood, 

Furious the mangled bodies tore, 

And drank with savage joy their blood : 435 

These steeds, the silver-flowing Hebrus pass'd, 

He drove its farther bank beside, 

Drove them along Thessalia's shore, 
Where to the ocean wave, with headlong haste, 

Anaurus rolls his foaming pride ; 440 

Then to Mycenae's monarch bore the prize. 

The crul Cycnus felt his might, 

Who slew with ruthless hand each guest, 
Proud dweller of Amphanae's rugged height: 

Pierced by his shafts, in blood \te \\sa, W* 

And gives the avenged stranger teat. 

whip. vol. n. v * 
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ANT1STR0PHE II. 

To the rick gardens nigh the Hesperian main, 

Burnish'd with summer's brightest glow, 
Where still the tuneful sisters pour the strain 
In all the melting melody of wo, 450 

He came ; avovvM his purpose bold 

To pluck the ambrosial fruit, that grew 

Irradiate on the boughs of gold. 
In vain the watchful dragon wreathed around 

His spires voluminous and vast ; 455 

The fiery-scaled guard he slew. 
To the wide ocean's foaming gulfs he pass'd, 

And on the earth's last western bouud, 
Memorials of his toils, his pillars rears. 

Beneatb the centre of the skies, 460 

Whose weight the laboring Atlas loads, 
Friendly relief his matchless strength supplies, 

And on his patient shoulders bears 

The starry mansions of the gods. 

STROPHE III. 

O'er the black Euxine's hoarse-resounding wave . 465 

He sought the Amazonian host, 
Who on their fiery steeds the battle brave, 
In martial ranks arranged along the coast, 

Where frequent streams their silver tide 

To swell the dull Maeotis roll. 470 

Who of his friends, their country's pride, 
Did not in arms, to attend their chief, arise ? 

The warlike Virgin's fatal zone, 

And the rich texture of her stole, 
Where radiant gold on glowing purple shone, 475 

He sought; and Greece received the prize, 
The illustrious spoils of the barbaric maid, 

With triumph in Mycenae held. 
The horrid Hydra's hundred heads. 
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Hell-hound of Lerna, arm'd with flames, he quell'd. 
His shafts the triple tyrant laid 481 

Bleeding on Erythea's meads. 

ANTISTROPHE III. 

To other toils he roused his matchless might, 
And glorious conquest crown'd his brow ; 

But now, his last of toils, from heaven's fair light 485 

Venturous he sail'd to Pluto's realms below : 
Unhappy, from that mournful shore, 
Never, ah ! never to return ; 
He sees the light of life no more. 

Far from his house each faithless friend is fled : 490 
The Stygian boat his sons awaits, 
Who now their absent father mourn ; 

Them o'er the hateful stream the unrighteous Fates 
The irremeable way shall lead, 

And all their present aid thy feeble age. 495 

Could I with youthful vigor stand, 
And firmly grasp the thundering spear, 

Girt with my brave compeers, this daring hand 
Should guard them from the tyrant's rage : 
But youth and strength are withered here. 500 

? 

Cho. But in the sable robes of death array'd, 
Behold, they come, the sons of Herciiles, 
Once the illustrious, and his much-loved wife, 
Leading her children coupled at her side 
By the same chain of fate, and the old sire 505 

Of Hercules ; a sight of wo, that draws 
Tears from the fountains of these aged eyes. 

megara and her sons, Amphitryon, chorus. 

Meg. Come now: what priest, what butcher <rf \V& 
afflicted, 
What bloody m urderer of my wretched Vile 
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To Pluto's courts these ready victims leads ? 510 

Alas, my sons, ill-match'd beneath the yoke, 

The old, the young, the mothers, are we led 

To death. O miserable fate, that waits 

Me and my sons, whom never shall my eyes 

Again behold ! Ah me ! I brought you forth, 515 

I nurtured you, to be insulted, scorn'd 

And murder'd by your foes. Much have my hopes 

Of glory fail'd me, which your father's words 

Once cherish 'd ; now, alas ! he is no more. 

Argos to thee his thought assign'd, the seat 520 

Of proud Eurystheus, the imperial power 

Of fair and rich Pelasgia, o'er thy head 

Throwing the lion's shaggy spoils, in war 

His covering. Thee of car-delighted Thebes 

King he appointed, with thy mother's realms 525 

En rich 'd : to this the hope of glory led 

His noble thought ; and in thy hand he placed 

His strong protecting club, the faithless gift 

Of Daedalus. On thee (Echalia's towers, 

By his far-wounding bow of old subdued, 530 

He promised to bestow: thus his three sons 

Fix'd in three empires. For your brides I chose 

The most illustrious, and alliances ^ 

At Athens form'd, at Sparta, and at Thebes ; 

That, anchored thus, your honorable lives 535 

Might bid defiance to each rising storm. 

These hopes are vauish'd : Fortune, in her course 

Inconstant, now presents the Destinies 

Instead of brides ; to me, ah wretched me ! 

Tears for the bath ; your grandsire here prepares 540 

The nuptial feast, the father of the bride 

Accounting Pluto: such the alliance now. 

520 T/terimachus. 524 Creontv«l*a. S3B \}«vcw«u 
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Wretch that I am ! which shall I first, which last 
Clasp to my bosom ? which with fondness kiss, 
And which embrace ? Or, like the dark-wing'd bee, 
Collect the griefs of each, and bring them all 646 

Into one store, and there condense the tear ? 
O thou most loved, if in the shades below 
The dead can hear the call, to thee I speak, 
O Hercules ! Thy father dies, thy sons, 650 

And I too perish, once by mortals call'd 
Happy through thee : haste, aid us, let thy shade 
Appear to me : thus coming, thou wilt save us, 
For they are dastards who would slay thy sons. 

Amph. Whatever to the infernal powers is due, 655 
Do thou perform. To thee, O Jove, my hands 
Stretching to heaven, I call : if thou wilt aid 
These children, aid them now ; thy succor soon 
Will naught avail them : oft have I invoked thee, 
But vain my labor : of necessity, 660 

It seems then we must die. Ye good old men, 
Brief are the affairs of life ; pass then its course 
In sweet tranquillity, nor grieve yourselves 
From morn to night: time knows not to preserve 
Hope ; but, attentive to its own concerns, 665 

Wings its swift (light. View me, conspicuous once 
'Mongst men, and known to fame ; but in one day 
Hath Fortune swept me off, like a light wing 
That flits along the sky. Nor mighty wealth, 
Nor glory hath to mortals aught of firm 570 

Or permanent: farewell, for now your eyes 
Take their last view of this your aged friend. 

Meg. Ha ! do I see my dearest lord ? Or what, 
What should I say it is? 

Amph. ( I know not, daughter ; 

Astonishment hath check'd my power of srjeectu &T^ 

Meg. Yes, it is he, who we had. Viewed vi*&\tfW 
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Beneath the earth, unless we see some vision 

In the clear light of day. What do I say ? 

What visions my distracted senses mock ! 

This is none other than thy son, pld man. 580 

Come, children, hang upon your father's robes ; 

Go to him, quickly go ; nay, linger not : 

Not Jove himself could give more present aid. 

HERCULES, MEGARA, SONS, AMPHITRYON, CHORUS. 

Her. Hail, thou fair house ! My pillarM portal, 
hail! 
With pleasure, reascending to the light, 585 

You I revisit safe. What may this mean? 
Before the house I see my sons, their heads 
Wrapp'd in the dress of death ; and, 'midst a crowd 
Of men, my wife ; my father too in tears 
At some misfortune : near them will I stand, 590 

And ask the cause. Tell me, thou noble dame, 
What new affliction hath befallen my house ? 

Meg. O thou most dear of men ! Thy coming beams 
Light on thy father : thou art come, art safe, 
In happy hour returning to thy friends. 595 

Her. 'Midst what dismay, my father, am I come? 

Meg. We perish. Pardon me, thou good old man, 
If first I snatch the words that should be thine : 
The miseries, that afflict our softer sex, 
Soonest wake pity ; and my children sink 600 

In death ; on me too the destruction falls. 

Her. To what, O Phoebus, is this proem tuned ? 

Meg. Dead are my brothers, and my aged father. 

Her. How was this done ? by whom ? what hostile 
spear ? 

Meg. By Lycus, potent monarch of this land. 605 

Her. In arms opposed, or call'd by faction's rage ? 
Meg. By faction lords he o'er the towers of Thebes. 
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Her. What terror reach'd my father's age, and thee ? 

Meg. Thy father, me, thy sons too he Would kill. 

Her. Fear'd he the orphan weakness of my sons? 

Meg. Lest some time Creon's death they should 
avenge. 611 

Her. But why this dress, which suits the infernal 
powers ? 

Meg. We wear it as the meet array of death. 

Her. Should you by force have died? Unhappy me ! 

MeG. Of friends deserted : thee we deem'd as dead. 

Her. Whence were your minds o'erwhelm'd with 
this despair ? 616 

Meg. The heralds of Eurystheus brought these 
tidings. 

Her. Why left you then my house and household 
gods? 

Meg. Thy father from his couch was rent by force. 

Her. Did not Shame check such rude affront to 
age? 620 

Meg. Far from that goddess Shame hath her abode. 

Her. Absent, were we thus destitute of friends? . 

Meg. Who is a friend to the unfortunate? - 

Her. Are thus my battles with the Minyae slighted? 

Meg. Misfortune, I repeat it, hath no friend. 6*26 

Her. Will you not cast these coverings from your 
heads, 
This dress of death, and look upon the light, 
Your eyes rejoicing with that sweet exchange 
From the dark gloom below ? I (for this work 
Requires my hands) will first assail the house 630 

Of this new tyrant, rend it to the ground, 
Hew from his shoulders his unhallow'd head, 
And hurl it to the hungry dogs a prey : 
What Thebans then I find, that ill requite 
My liberal service, (his victorious c\ub &£> 
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Shall punish ; those that fly, my winged shafts 
Shall reach, till all Ismeitus with the dead 
Be choked, and Dirce rolls her silver tide 
With blood discolor'd. Whom should I protect 
More than my wife, my father, and my sons ? 640 

Farewell, my toils : in vain have I achieved them 
For others more than these ; yet it behoves me 
To die in their defence, since for their father 
They were to die. What ! shall the tongues of men 
Repeat my name with glory, that I quel I'd 645 

The Hydra, and subdued the lion's rage, 
Sent by Eurystheus, — and my sons from death 
Shall I not fence ? Ah ! let me then be call'd 
The glorious-conquering Hercules no more. 
Well it becomes the sire to guard his sons, 650 

His aged father, and connubial bed. 

Am ph. 'Tig thine, my son, with friendly zeal to aid 
Thy friends, and to thy foes to be a foe ; 
But check the impetuous ardor of thy soul. 

Her. Doth not the cause demand this ardent zeal ? 

AM ph. The king hath many friends, poor, but ex- 
toll'd 656 

As rich, and so appearing : these have raised 
Seditious tumults, and destroy *d the state, 
Plunder their aim ; all their domestic wealth 
Wasted in foul intemperance and sloth. 660 

Thy entrance hath been seen : be cautious then, 
Lest by this band thou perish unawares. 

Heh. I reck it not, though the whole city saw me. 
But of some ill impending o'er my house, 
By omens warn'd of inauspicious wing, 665 

My entrance was with studied secresy. 

Amph. Go then, with reverence meet address the 
gods, 
The guardians of thy hearth, and give lUiue eye 
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To View thine house : the tyrant soon will come 
With fell intent to slay thy wife, thy sons, 670 

And murder me : abiding there, the event, 
Ev'n to thy warmest hopes shalt thou direct, 
With safety gain*d ; but let no tumult rouse 
The city, till this deed be well achieved. 

Her. So will I act, for thou hast counselled well. 675 
After this tedious absence, I once more 
This house will enter, from the sunless courts 
Of Pluto's queen return'd; and first salute 
With reverent awe the gods beneath my roof. 679 

Amph. Didst thou indeed to Pluto's house de- 
scend? 

Her. And dragg'd the triple-headed dog to light. 

Ampii. By force subdued, or by the goddess given? 

Hrr. By force: the mystic orgies, bless'd, I saw. 

Amph. Is then the monster in Eurystheus' house? 

Her. Hermion in the grove of Chthonia holds 
him. 685 

Amph. Knows not Eurystheus thy return to light? 

Her. He knows it not : my zeal first led me hither. 

Amph. What in those dreary regions caused thy 
stay? 

Her. To rescue Theseus stay'd I there so long. 

Amph. Where' is he? To his native realms re- 
turn'd ? 690 

Her. To Athens is he gone, with joy escaped 
Those gloomy shades. But come, my sons, attend 
Your father to his house : you enter now 
Wiih fairer expectations than you left it. 
Take courage then, no longer pour this stream 695 
Of tears : and thou, my wife, resume thy spirit ; 
Tremble no more, nor hang upon my robes ; 
I have no wings, nor will I fly my friends. 
They hold me yet, yet hang upon my Tobes % . 
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Well, on the edge of danger since you stood, 700' 

Be you my charge ; my broader sails shall draw 
Your little barks attendant on their course. 
Such office to my children I disdain not : 
The common feelings of mankind to this 
Incite us all ; the most exalted love 705 

Their offspring, and the meanest : wealth perchance 
May make distinctions ; some abound, some want ; 
But to their children all have equal love. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Gay was my youth, and light as air, 

But age a burden on my head 710 

Heavier than all the rocks of JEtna lies, 

Malignant o'er my darkling eyes 
• A gloomy light to spread. 
Not the proud wealth of Asia's throne to share, 

Not that my house with gold might shine, 715 
Would I my youth resign : 

In wealth youth holds the brightest place ; 

Youth gives to poverty a grace. 
This cumbrous,- sad, funereal age I hate : 

Hence to the whelming ocean haste, 720 

Or fly before the howling blast : 

No more thy hideous form be shown ; 

Come not to man in hut or town, 
To blast his cheerful state ! 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

Would the wise gods, with righteous eyes 725 

The affairs of mortal man survey, 
Twice would they bid the rosy-bosom'd Hours 

Awake to life youth's purple flowers, 
And twice its bloom display, 
Their grace to mark the virtuous and the wise: 730 
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These twice should see the golden light, 
With youth's fresh glories bright. 

Not so the base : their youthful hour. 

Once fled, should be recall'd no more : 
Thus from the vile the virtuous would be known, 735 

As stars through opening clouds appear, 

And light the sailors where to steer : 

But no distinctive mark is given ; 

All down one rolling age arc driven, 

Studious of wealth alone. 740 

STROPHE II. 

To the Muses' seat divine 
Let me still the Graces lead, 
Sweetest union ! round my head 
Still their blooming garlands twine. 
With the Muses let me live, 745 

Then to Memory will I give 

The high-recording strain ; 
Then, though nge hath damp'd my flame, 
Still the hero will I praise, 
Still his glorious conquests raise ; 750 

Bacchus too the song shall claim : 
The seven-toned shell's harmonious treasures, 
And the Libyan reed's soft measures 
Shall flow in mingled vein, 
And charm the Muse, who bids my feet advance, 755 
Nor cease through age to join the sprightly dance. 

ANT1STROPHE II. 

Pleased Latona's race to praise, 

Round the temple's splendid gate 

Bands of Delian virgins wait, 
And the tuneful paeans raise; 760 

As in many a beauteous round 
Light they tread the hallowM ground, 
Thus at thy gate I stand ; 
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Like the swan, (for reverend time 
Hath these few hairs silver' d o'er,) 765 

I the tuneful psean pour : 
Many an argument sublime 
Jove's victorious son supplies, 
Which command the song to rise, 

And hymn the hero's hand, 770 

Whose shafts the terror-spreading savage gored, 
And safety to the affrighted world restored. 

LYCUS, AMPHITRYON, CHORUS. 

Lyc. At length Amphitryon from the house returns. 
Tedious the time you spend to array yourselves 
Iu the dark robes and ornaments of death. 775 

But haste, call forth the children and the wife 
, Of Hercules : your promise now I claim, 
That unreluctant you submit to die. 

Am ph. In my afflictions, king, with rigorous speed 
Dost thou pursue me, and in death to wrong 780 

Add insult ? 'midst thy power a moderate haste 
Might well become thee : of necessity, 
Since thou imposest death, we must submit, 
And all thy dreadful pleasure must be done. 

Lyc. Where is Megara? where Alcmena's race? 785 

Am PH. I think, if from the doors I guess aright — 

Lyc. What is the subject of that thought, that guess ? 

Am ph. Suppliant before her hallow'd gods she sits, — 

Lyc. Suppliant she sits in vain to save her life. 

Am ph. And calls in vain her husband now no more. 

Lyc. He is not here : and never will he come. 791 

Am ph. Never, unless some god restore him to us. 

Lyc. Go to her then, and lead her from the house. 

Am ph. Then should I be accomplice of her death. 

Lyc. Since such thy thought, I, who have no vain 
feara, 795 
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Will bring them forth, the mother and the sons. 
You, my attendants, follow ; that, relieved 
From all our toils, with pleasure we may rest. 

AMPHITRYON, CHORUS. 

Am ph. Why, get thee gone, if thou must go, but 
call'd 
Perchance to other cares : as thy intent 800 

Is mischief, mischief light on thee ! Old men, 
For good he goes, and rushes on the toils 
Staked round with swords, whose villanous thoughts 

are bent 
On murder. I will go, and see him fall 
In blood : some pleasure yields a dying foe, 805 

When vengeance bursts upon him for his deeds. 

Cho. This is a just vicissitude of ills : 
This king, so powerful lately, from his height 
Is 8 link to Pluto's realms : this is thy deed, • 
O vengeance, and the righteous doom of Heaven. 810 

Am ph. At length thou art arrived where Death 
repays 
Thy wrongs to merit greater far than thine. 

Cho. Joy opes the fount of tears : these things are. 
come, 
Which in his pride the monarch of this land 
To suffer had no thought. But let us see, 815 

Old man, if vengeance falls as I would have it. 

Lvc. Ah mc ! ah mc ! [within 

Cho. The music of his groans 

Comes from the house delightful to mine ear. 
Death is not distant far : he cries, he cries, 
The proud king groans, the prelude to his fate. 820 

Lyc. O land of Thebes, I perish by deceit. 

Cho. So thou madest others perisYv. \rcwc VJfc^w 
then 
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This retribution, punish'd for thy deeds. 

What mortal man shall by injustice dare 

To violate the gods, and madly arm 825 

His profane tongue against the bless' d immortals, 

As of no power ? This impious man is fallen ; 

Silence is in the house : exult we then 

Iu festive dance ; success hath graced our friends. 

STROPHE I. 

With joy, with joy now, sacred Thebes, resound ; 830 
Feast and dance shall revel round : 
Fortune favoring now appears, 
Dries the bitter fount of tears, 
And bids the exulting song arise, 
For low in dust the mighty tyrant lies. 835 

Beyond our hopes, from those dark shores, 
Where Acheron's sad torrent roars, 
Comes our chief, and holds again 
The glories of his reign. 

ANTISTROl'HE I. 

The gods, the gods hear when the pious calls, 840 

And the guilty tyrant falls. 
Gold and Fortune's wanton ray 
Blinded mortals lead away, 
Lets Wisdom's voice be heard no more, 
And draws the pageant pomp of lawless power : 845 
Yet shall the gods at length look down, 
To Justice give her radiant crown, 
Kind in Virtue's cause declare, 
And crush Wealth's dazzling car. 
strophe u. 
With flowery garlands breathing sweets 850 

Be thy fresh stream, Ismenus, crown'd : 
And, Thebes, through all thy stately streets 
With festive dance and song reao\xwv\A 
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Haste, lovely Dirce, from thy silver spring : 

Ye daughters of Asopus, leave 855 

Your father's rock-descending wave ; 
To Hercules, harmonious virgins bring % 

The enraptured strain, that gives to fame 
The conquering hero's glorious name. 
Ye woods, that wave on Pytho's rocky brow ; 860 

Ye streams of Helicon, that flow 
The Muses' hallow'd haunts along, 
Give to my town the joy-resounding song ; 
My towers, from whose astonish'd fields 
Upstarted fierce the dragon race, 865 

Shook their strong spears, and clash'd their brazen 
shields, " 

Whose sons, the pride of Thebes, this sacred city 
grace. 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

Hail we that mystic couch aright, 
Which, conscious of a double love, 

This noble offspring gave to light, 870 

Sprung from the mortal and from Jove. 
Smit with the nymph of Perseus' high-traced line, 

He came ; and faith now doubts no more 

The wondrous truth reveal'd of yore. 
Thine was the bed, O Jove, the hero thine ; 875 

For time, with fame's own radiance bright, 

Gives all his glorious deeds to light : 
From the dark courts, where Pluto holds his reign, 

He views the sun's fair beams again ; 

And to our long-lost hope restored, 880 

No more we dread our former ruthless lord : 

For now the fatal toils are spread, 

Inclosed the impious tyrant lies : 
The sword of vengeance thunders on his !&*&, 
If sacred justice yet be grateful to the aYiea. ^&b 
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IRIS, LYSSA, CHORUS. 

Cho. Ah me ! ah me ! Are we roll'd back again 
To the same gulf of fear ? Behold that form, 
That hideous form, which hovers o'er the house. 
Fly, fly, my friends ; to your slow steps add speed ; 
Hence let us haste. O Phoebus, potent king, 890 

Avert whatever of ill this omen bodes ! 

Iris. Despond not, reverend men, beholding her, 
Lyssa, the progeny of Night, and me, 
Iris, who execute the gods' commands. 
No evil to the town we bring, but war 895 

Against one man, whom fame reports the son 
Of Jove and your Alcmena : whilst his toils 
Were unachieved, the Fates protected him ; 
Nor would Jove suffer me, or Juno's hate, 
To work him ill : Eurystheus' mandates now 900 

Accomplish'd, Juno wills he bathe his hands 
Afresh in blood, his children's blood ; and I 
Assent. Haste then, and unrelenting seize 
-His heart, un wedded daughter of black Night, 
To madness, to distraction, till he raves, 905 

And bounds, and slays his sons, drive, whirl his sense ; 
And let him float in blood, till o'er the waves 
Of Acheron he wafts that beauteous band 
Of sons, which like a garland wreathe around him, 
Slain by his hand : so let him know the rage 910 

Of Juno, and learn mine. The gods indeed 
Would be esteem'd as naught, and mortal man 
Raise his proud head, should vengeance not overtake 
him. 

Lys. Illustrious is my lineage, sprung from Night 
My mother, and the blood of Ouranus ; • 915 

And these my honors, never 'inougst my friends 
To come a willing foe : I have no joy 
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To visit these ; bat rather, ere I see thee 

Rush headlong on this wrong, admonish thee, 

And Juno, if my words may aught avail. 020 

This man, whose house I enter, sent by thee, 

Is not unknown to fame, or on the earth, 

Or 'mongst the gods : ttie savage wilds, untrod 

By human step, the monster-teeming sea, 

Made safe and gentle, he alone restored 925 

The honors of the gods, by impious men 

Trod under foot profanely : nor can I 

Advise thee to design these dreadful ills. 

Iris. No more of thy advice : the great designs 
Of Juno to superior goodness tend, 930 

And not to ill ; nor hath the wife of Jove 
Sent thee to give thy grave monitions here. 

Lys. I call yon sun to witness, that I do 
What I wish not to do : but if perforce 
The will of Juno I must execute, 935 

And thine, with speed ; if I must follow thee 
As the fleet hound the hunter, on I go: 
Not the vex'd sea, that roars beneath its waves, 
The rocking earthquake, or the thunder's rage 
Inflicting pangs, are like the violence 940 

Which drives my rapid course against the breast 
Of Hercules : to rend these solid walls, 
To desolate his house, to slay his sous 
I go : and he that kills them shall not know 
They are his sons that fall beneath his hands, 945 

Till he hath respite from my rage. And see, 
Now at the doors he shakes his locks, and rolls 
In silence his distorted Gorgon eyes, 
From some fierce effort breathless : like a bull 
Dreadful in the assault he roars, and calls 950 

The Stygian Furies : I will rouse thee soon 

eurip. vol. ll. t 
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To fiercer boundings, struck with inbreathed horror. 

But to Olympus, radiant Iris, speed 

Thy wings; I to this house will haste unseen. 

CHORUS. 

Lament, O Thebes ; thy fairest flower 955 

Cut down shall breathe its sweets no more : 
Unhappy Greece, through every state 
Mourn the lost patron of mankind ; 
The son of Jove sinks in the storm of fate, 
And murderous frensy whirls his tortured mind. 960 
Spreading dismay and wild affright, 
The Gorgon progeny of Night 
With mournful rage ascends her car, 
And fraught with mischief fiercely flies, 
With hissing serpents wreathes her horrid hair, 905 
And glares pernicious lightning from her eyes. 
Soon from her power shall joy recede, 
Soon by the sire the sons shall bleed. 
O Jove, I feel the oppressive wo ; 
Thy race in sudden ruin falls ; 970 

This house devouring frensy will overthrow, 
And vengeance triumph o'er its shatter'd walls. 
Now begins the dreadful dance ; 
But no timbrel's cheerful sound, 
But no thyrsus ivy-crown'd 975 

To Bacchus bids the festive choir advance ; 
Nor the rich grape's purple flood 
Bathes the soul in ecstasy ; 
The libation 's made in blood. 
Fly, unhappy children, fly ; 980 

Hostile, hostile is the strain, 
Opening in this chase of death ; 
For this frantic fiend in vain 
Will not rave this roof beneath. 
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Notes of wo 985 

Sadly flow ; 
Mourn the father's sinking years, 
Mourn the mother's fruitless cares ; 
Behold, behold, 
The wild storm on the house is roll'd, 890 

Rends the roof, and shakes the walls ; 
Ah, see, it falls, it falls ! 
* * * What, son of Jove, thy fell intent? 
Why through this mansion hath thine hand, 
Like Pallas, thundering on the giant-band, 995 

This Tartarean ruin sent ? 

MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Mes. O Thebans white with age 1 

Cho. Wherefore to us 

This cry? 

Mes. Within the house are deeds that shock 
Remembrance : I shall bring no other proof; 
The boys are dead. 

Cho. Ah, let me weep their fate ! 1000 

Mes. Let your tears flow, there is much cause for 
tears ; 
For horrible the deed, the father's hands 
Most horrible, beyond the power of words. 

Cho. How was this mournful ruin of the sons, 
This ruin from the father ? From the gods 1005 

How rush'd these furious mischiefs on the house ? 
How did destruction end her bloody work ? 

Mes. Before the altar of high Jove the rites 
Were now prepared to purify the house 
Whence Hercules had cast the tyrant's corse. 1010 
His sons had form'd a beauteous circle round, 
His father, and Megara : now the vase, 
That held the knife, the salted cake, U\e cttwm*, 
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Was borne around the altar ; from our lips 
Burst no unhallow'd voice : in his right hand, 1015 
Ready to bear the brand, Alcniena's son, 
Soon as he plunged it in the laver, stood 
Silent : as long he paused, his children's eyes 
Were fix'd upon him, now no more the same, 
Whilst wildly his distorted eye-balls glared, 1020 

Their nerves all streak'd with blood, and down his 

beard 
Dropp'd foam : then with a horrid smile he cried, — 
4 Why, father, should my hand perform these rites 
Ere I have slain Eurystheus, twice to kindle 
This purifying flame, and twice to bear 1025 

This toil, which well may be discharged at once ? 
When hither I shall bring Eurystheus' head, 
For these, now slain, the lustral streams shall cleanse 
My hands : now pour them on the ground, and 

cast 
Each hallow'd vase aside. W ho brings my bow, 1030 
And who my massy weapon ? I with speed 
Go to Mycenae : each machine of war -. 
To shake, to rend, to undermine its walls, 
Is needful : from their deep base will I heave 
The well-compacted ramparts, though by hands 1035 
Cyclopean built/ Then issuing forth, he said 
His car was there, though there he had no car ; 
He said he mounted, and, as if he lash'd 
His coursers forward, waved his hand ; a sight 
Ridiculous, yet dreadful : of his train, 1040 

Each on the other darts a glance, aud asks, — 

. 1016 This was the ceremony of hallowing the purifying wa- 
ter: the sacrificer took a lighted hrund from the altar, and 
plunged it into the layer : as fire was held to be of a purifying 
nature, and this was sacred fire, it was thought to communi- 
cate its purifying quality to the water. 
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c Doth our lord mock us, or hath madness seized him !* 
Then to and fro he wander'd through the house : 
Entering the apartments of the men, in the midst 
He stopp'd, and said it was the town of Nisus ; 1045 
Then stretch'd along the pavement, as if there 
Order'd the banquet : after some short stay, 
On to the hall he pass'd, and that he call'd 
The wood-fringed Isthmus ; there, his upper robe 
Unclasp'd, he fought with nothing, and declared 1050 
He had obtained a glorious victory, 
But o'er unreal foes, with dreadful threats ,. 
Against Eurystheus, for he thought himself 
Now at Mycenae : but his father here 
Touch'd his strong hand, and thus address'd him :— 
What 1055 

Afflicts my son ? Why is thy sense estranged? 
Hath not the blood of those, who late were slain/ 
Impell'd thee to this frensy ? He, who thought 
The father of Eurystheus, struck with fear, 
Hung on his hand a suppliant, thrust him off, 1060 
And from his golden quiver draws his shafts 
■ Prepared against his sons, weening to slay 
Those of Eurystheus ; they, with wild affright, 
Ran diverse ; one, to hide him in the robes 
Of his unhappy mother ; to the shade 1005 

One of a pillar ; at the altar one 
Lay cowering, like a bird : the mother cries, — 
' What means the father? Wilt thou slay thy sons?' 
The hoary sire, the attendants cry aloud. 
He, as his son around the pillar winds, 1070 

With dreadful steps turns opposite to meet him, 
And strikes him to the heart : backwards he fell, 
And with his blood the marble column dew'd 
Expiring : with a shout he triumph'd thus, — 
4 One of Eurystheus' brood lies here in &ea\\i Van** 
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By me, and for bis father's hatred pays 
His forfeit life.' Then 'gainst another son 
He stretch'd his bow : beneath the altar's base 

, This cowering lay, and hoped to lie conceal'd. 
The unhappy boy sprang to his father's knees, 1080 
The stroke preventing ; threw his arms around 
His neck, and cried, — ' My father, do not kill me, 
My dear, dear father ; I am thine, thy child : 
In me thou wilt not kill Eurystheus' son/ 
He grimly roll'd his Gorgon-glaring eye, 1085 

And, as the boy press'd close, and gave the dart 
No space to fly, as one that on the anvil 
Smites the hot irou, on his golden tresses 1 

He dash'd the fatal shaft, and crush'd the bone. 
Two sons thus slain, he hastes to add the third 1090 
To these a victim ; but the unhappy mother 
Had caught him up, borne him within the house, 
And closed the doors. As though he storm'd the 

walls 
Raised by the Cyclops, he assaulted, rent, 
And burst the shatter'd posts, then with one shaft 1005 
TranshVd his wife and son ; thence rush'd to slay 
His hoary sire : but now an image came : 
Pallas, conspicuous to the sight, high waved 
Her crested helm ; against his breast she hurl'd 
A stone, which check'd his murderous rage, and laid 
him 1100 

Stretch'd, in a torpid slumber : on the ground 
He fell against a pillar's shatter'd mass, 
Crush'd in the ruin of the house beneath 
Its base ; with cords his father bound him fast, 
And we, now venturing to return from flight, 1105 
Confined him to the pillar, closely chain 'd, 
That, when his sleep forsakes him, he may do 

No farther deed of horror : there he lies, 
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Unhappy, having slain his sons and wife, 

Not in a bless'd repose ; nor can my thought 1110 

Conceive of mortal race a greater wretch. 

CHORUS. 

When Danaus arm'd each daughter's hand 
To stain with blood the bridal bed, 

From Argos, through the Grecian land 
The horror of the deed was spread. 1115 

A deed like this no former age 

In its recording annals knew. 
What though the unhappy Procne's rage 

Of old the royal Itys slew ? 

Why of her vengeance should I tell, 1120 

Or Philomela's mournful strain? 
One son beneath their fury fell ; 

But here three sons the sire has slain. . 

These are thy deeds, O son of Jove, 

While fate and madness ruled the hour ; 1125 
Which my impassioned bosom move 

The sad and loud lament to pour. 

But in what notes shall I complain ? 

Can human voice express my wo ? 
Or shall I raise the sullen strain, 1190 

That murmurs through the realms below? 

Rent from their stately height, behold 

In dust the ruin'd portals lie : 
And, see, the unhappy children roll'd 

In blood, the wretched father i\\fc\\\ \\3b 
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In dreadful sleep his eyelids closed, 
Amidst the carnage spread around, 

Stretch'd on the ground he lies reposed, 
Fast to the marble column hound. 

And see, with mournful step and slow, 1140 

The sire, to join us, beuds along, 
Like the poor bird with notes of wo 

Wailing its lost unfeather'd young. 

AMPHITRYON, CHORUS. 

Amph. Be silent, aged citizens of Thebes, 
Be silent; will you not permit him, hush'd 1145 

In sleep, to lose the memory of his ills ? 

Cho. Thy reverend age with tears I wail, thy 
sons, 
And the illustrious hero. 

Amph. Farther off 

Remove : no noise, no cry that may disturb 
His deep repose, and raise him from his couch. 1150 

Cho. Ah, what a slaughter this ! 

Amph* Forbear, forbear ; 

Farther remove : you rouse him from his rest. 
Will you not mourn in silence, lest he burst 
His bonds, and rising in his rage destroy 
The town, destroy his father, and this house 1155 

In ruin crush'd ? 

Cho. That cannot, cannot be. 

Amph. Be silent : how he breathes will I observe. 
Hush ; let me listen. 

Cho. Sleeps he? 

Amph. Yes, he sleeps 

A ruinous sleep, who slew his childreu, slew 
His wife, destroy' d beneath his whizzing shafts. 1160 
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Cho. Now wail. 

Am ph. I wail the ruin of bis sons. 

Cho. And I, ab me ! lament thy son, old man. 

Amfh. Silence, I pray you, silence: see, be stirs, 
He turns himself : I will away, and lie 
Concealed within the house. 

Cho. Be not afraid ; 1 165 

Night hangs upon the eyelids of thy son. 

Am ph? Behold, behold : with all these ills oppress'd, 
It grieves me not to leave the light of life. 
But should he kill his father, on these ills 
He would heap ills, and to these furies add 1170 

A parent's blood. 

Cho. Then, then thou sbouldst have died, 

When for the murderM brothers of thy wife 
Rising in vengeance, thy strong hand laid low 
The haughty Taphians' wave-surrounded towers. 

Amfh. Fly, fly, my aged friends, far from the bouse, 
Fly tliis distracted man : he rises ; soon # 1170 

Slaughter to slaughter will his frensy add, 
And with wild deeds rave through the streets of Thebes. 

Her. Why with such fury is thy hate, O Jove, 
Inflamed against thy son? Why hast thou brought 
him 1180 

Into a sea of troubles ? — Ha ! I breathe, 
I see, what I should see, the air, the earth, 
And these rays of the sun. Tumultuous waves 
And tempests whirl my soul : my breath is hot, 
Deep, and irregular. Like a moor'd ship, 1185 

With cords around my youthful breast and arms, 
Why to this shatter'd pillar am I bound ? 
These sure are seats that neighbor on the dead. 
My winged shafts are scattered on the ground, 
And there too lies my bow ; it was their vtowt. WSfo 
To guard me banging at my side, by me 
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They too were guarded. To the infernal realms 

Am I again returned, and measure back 

The gloomy course appointed by Eurystheus ? 

But nor the rock of Sisyphus I see, 1195 

Nor Pluto, nor the sceptre of his queen. 

All is astonishment, and where I am 

1 know not. Ho ! is any of my friends 

Near, or far off, who will dispel this cloud 

That darkens o'er my senses ? for I know 1200 

With clearness nothing I was wont to know. 

Amph. My aged friends, shall I go near my ills? 
Cho. I will go with thee, nor in ills forsake thee. 
Her. My father, why these tears ? Why dost thou 
hide 1204 

Thine eyes ? Why keep thee distant from thy son ? 
Amph. My son ! for though afflicted, thou art mine. 
Her. What my affliction, thus to cause thy tears? 
Amph. What, if a god should suffer, he would 

mourn. 
Her. Thy phrase is great, but speaks not what the 

cause. 
Amph. If yet thy sense be perfect, thou mayst see it. 
Her. Say what new ill is mark'd upon my life. 1211 
Amph. 1 would, but that from hell with frensy 

fired — 
Her. Distrust and darkness yet are in thy words. 
Amph. I mark thee, if thy senses yet be sound. 
Her. Their loss or weakness I remember not. 1215 
Amph. My aged friends, shall I unbind my son? 
Her. And say who bound me ; for I brook it ill. 
Amph. This of thy miseries know: forbear the 

rest. 
Her. Is it enough that I from silence learn ? 
Amph. O Jove, from Juno's seat behold'st thou 
this 1 1220 
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Her. Have we again from thence aught hostile 
born ? 

Amph. Forbear the inquiry, and support thine ills. 

Her. What ruin this, what ill hast thou to tell me? 

Amph. Look here, behold the bodies of thy sons. 

Her. Ah me uuhappy, what a sight is this ! 1225 

Amph. 'Gainst thy weak sons this war hast thou 
enforced. 

Her. Of what war dost thou speak? Who hatb 
destroy'd them ? 

Amph. Thou, and thy bow, and some exciting god. ■• 

Her. What say'st thou ? Have I done this dread- 
ful deed? 

Amph. In frensy : thou wilt know the wretched 
truth. 1230 

Her. And am I too the murderer of my wife? 

Amph. All are the actions of thy hand alone. 

Her. Ah me ! a cloud of sorrow hangs around me. 

Amph. And for this cause I mourn thy miseries. 

Her. And in my frensy shattered I my house ? 

Amph. One thing I know, in all things thou art 
wretched. '1236 

Her. Where did this ruin-working frensy seize me? 

Amph. There, at the altar's purifying flames. 

Her. Wretch that I am, why should I spare my life, 
Stain'd with the slaughter of my dear, dear sons ? 1240 
Should I not rather cast me from the height 
Of some steep rock, or plunge into my heart 
My sword, to avenge my children's blood, or give 
This body to the flames, to purge away 
The infamy that stains my hated life ? — 1245 

But to prevent my deadly purposes, 
See, Theseus comes, my kinsman and my friend. 
I shall be seen ; and this detested wretch, 
Who shed his children's blood, stand in Vue &\^aA. 
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Of those he holds most dear. What shall I do ? 1260 

In what dark solitude conceal my ills ? 

O had I wings, or could I sink beneath 

The sheltering earth ! But let me hide my head, 

Close muffled in my robes. I am ashamed 

Of these foul deeds ; nor, with this guilty blood 1255 

Sprinkled, would I pollute the innocent. 

THESEUS, AMPHITRYON, HERCULES, CHORUS. 

The. With those that on Asopus' banks in arms 
Their station hold, Athenian youth, I come, 
Bearing this friendly spear to aid thy son, 
Old man ; for loud in Athens is the fame, 1260 

That, having seized the sceptre of this land, 
Lycus with war assaults you : to repay 
With grateful zeal what to my friend is due, 
Who freed me from the realms below, I come, 
If aught my arm, or this confederate force 1265 

May bring of use. — Alas ! whence is this ground 
Thus cover'd with the dead ? Are my intents 
Thus frustrate ? Am I, for these recent ills, 
Arrived top late ? Who slew these boys ? Whose wife 
Behold I here ? These stand not nigh the spear ; 1270 
But this must be some fresh calamity. 

Amph. O thou, whose seat is on the olive mount! 

The. Why with this mournful voice dost thou ad- 
dress me ? 

Amph. We from the gods have suffered dreadful 
ills. 

The. What boys are these, o'er whom thy sorrows 
flow ? 1276 

Amph. My wretched son's: their father he; his 
hand 
Is with their blood distain'd. * 
The. To Visiter words 
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Be thy voice turn'd. 

Am ph. The willing dost thou charge. 

The. O, thou hast told me dreadful things. 

Am ph. At once 

Rain hath seized us, ruin. 

The. What is this? 1280 

What hath he done ? 

Am ph. By frensy's potion whirl'd, 

Drugg'd with the hundred-headed Hydra's venom. 

The. This is a conflict raised by Juno's rage : 
But who is he, that sits among the dead? 

Amph. This is my son, much exercised in ills: 1285 
This is my son, who, 'motigst the gods advanced, 
Raised high his shield on the Phlegraean plain, 
Impurpling with the giants' blood his spear. 

The. What mortal e'er was born to greater wo? 

Amph. No mortal man more exercised in toils, 1200 
No'ne more exposed to dangers canst thou know. 

The. But in his robes why doth he hide his head? 

Amph. He blushes to behold thy face, his friend, 
Join'd by the ties of consanguinity ; 
He blushes to behold his slaughtered sons. • 1205 

The, I came to mourn with him : uncover him. 

Amph. Remove, my son, this covering from thine 
eyes ; 
Throw it aside, show to the sun thy face : 
Thy dignity against thy tears contends. 
Low at thy knees I fall, and grasp thy hand, 1300 

A supplicant, whilst down mine aged cheek 
Flow tears. My son«. restrain the lion's rage, 
Which to unhallowed, deathful deeds impell'd, 
To ills desirous to add ills, my son. 

The. Let him prevail: to thee, whose wretched 
seat 1305 

Is on the ground, I speak : show to tay ttY&cvta 
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Thy face : no darkness hath a cloud so black, 

Which can conceal the misery of thy state. 

Why dost thou wave thine hand, to signify 

This slaughter, as thy words on me would bring 1310 

Pollution ? Never will my soul repine 

To be unhappy with thee, for through thee 

I once was happy. Memory will recall 

The time, when from the gloomy dead thy hand 

Brought me to heaven's sweet light. Abhorr'd be 

they, 
Who let the impression of a friend's kind deeds 1316 
Fade from their heart ; and they, who wish to share 
His prosperous gale, but in the adverse storm 
Forsake his bark. Arise, unveil thy head, 
And look upon us. What the gods inflict, 1320 

The noble spirit unreluctant bears. 

Her. Hast thou beheld this carnage of my sons? 

The. I heard, I saw the ills thou showest me. 

Her. Why hast thou then unveil'd me to the sun ? 

The. Why not? Can mortal man pollute the gods? 

Her. Fly thou, unhappy, my polluting guilt. 1326 

The. Friends from their friends no stain of guilt 
contract. 

Her. This hath my thanks; indeed I wrought thee 
good. 

The. And I, for that good deed, now pity thee. 

Her. I want thy pity: I have slain my sons. 1330 

The. Thee, for thy grace iu others' ills, I mourn. 

Her. Whom hast thou known involved iu ills like 
these? 

The. Thy vast misfortunes reach from earth to 
heaven. 

Her. I therefore am prepared, and fix'd to die. 

The. And weenest thou the gods regard thy threats ? 

Her. The gods regard not me, nor I the gods. 1336 
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The. Forbear; lest thy proud words provoke worse 
ills. : 

Her. I now am full, and can contain no more. 

The. What dost thou? Whither doth thy rage 
transport thee ? 

Her. From whence I came, to death's dark realms 
I go. 1340 

Th e. This is the language of a vulgar spirit. 

Her. Thou, from misfortunes free, canst counsel 
me. 

The. Doth the much suffering Hercules say this? 

Her. He had not suffered thus, had ills a mean. 1344 

The. The brave protector, the kind friend of men. 

Her. They naught avail roe : Juno triumphs here. 

The. Greece will not suffer thee to die thus rashly. 

Her. Now hear me, whilst my arguments refute 
All thy monitions : I will prove to thee, 
That neither now, nor in times past, I ought 1350 

To form a wish for life. My sire was one, < 

Who, having slain my mother's aged father, 
With the pollution of that blood upon him, 
Wedded Alcmena, and my birth from her 
I draw : when the foundations of a race J355 

Are not well laid, all that arises thence 
Must be unfortunate : then Jove, whoe'er 
That Jove may be, begot me, with the hate 
Of Juno ever hostile. Thee, old man, 
Let not my words displease ; for thee I deem, 1360 
Instead of Jove, my father. Whilst I yet 
Hung on the breast, two hideous serpents, sent 
By Juno to destroy me, roll'd their spires 
Within my cradle. When my age advanced 
To youth's fresh bloom, why should I say what toils 
I then sustain'd ? What lions, what dire forms 1366 
Of triple Typhons, or what giants, what 
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Of monstrous banded in the Centaurs' war, 

Did I not quell ? The Hydra, ray'd around 

With heads still sprouting from the sword, I slew. 1370 

These, and a thousand other toils endured, 

To the dark regions of the dead I went, 

To drag the triple-headed dog to light, 

That guards the gate of Pluto, the command 

Of stern Eurystheus. This last bloody deed, 1375 

(Wretch that I am !) the murder of iny sons, 

Have I achieved, to crown my house with ills. 

I am reduced to this unhappiness, 

At my loved Thebes I cannot dwell, for here 

What temple, what assembly of my friends 1380 

Can I approach ? Pollutions rank as mine 

Allow no converse. Should I go to Argos, 

How, since I fly my country ? Should I seek 

Refuge in other states, malignant eyes 

Would scowl on me when known, and bitter tongues 

Goad me with these reproaches : — ' Is not this 1386 

The son of. Jove, who slew his sons and wife V 

Then bid me thence with curses on my head. 

And to the man, whose former days were pass'd 

In happier fortune, mournful is the change ; 1300 

But him, that in distresses hath been train 'd, 

Naught grieves, as though he were allied to ills. 

And to this misery shall I come, I ween. 

The earth will cry aloud, forbidding me 

To touch her soil ; to pass its waves, the sea, 1395 

And every fountain whence the rivers flow. 

Thus like Ixion's, on the whirling wheel 

In chains, will be my state : and this were best, 

That never Grecian might behold me more, 

With whom in better days I have been happy. 1400 

Why therefore should I live ? What blessing were it 

To gain a useless and unhallow'd life ! 
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Let the proud wife of Jove in triumph dance, 

And shake the pavement of the Olympian house. 

Her will she hath accomplished : she hath rent 1406 

From his firm base the noblest man of Greece. 

To such a goddess who would pay his vows, 

That for a woman, jealous of the bed 

Of Jove, hath crnsh'd the innocent, whose deeds 

Were glorious, and benevolent to Greece ? 1410 

The. This ruin from none other god proceeds 
Than from the wife of Jove. Well thou perceivest 
To counsel others is an easier task 
Than to bear ills : yet none of mortal men 
Escape unhurt by Fortune, nor the gods, 1415 

Unless the stories of the bards be false. 
Have they not form'd connubial ties, to which 
No law assents? Have they not gall'd with chains 
Their fathers through ambition ? Yet they hold 
Their mansions dn Olympus, and their wrongs 1420 
With patience bear. What wilt thou say, if thou, 
A mortal born, too proudly shouldst contend 
'Gainst adverse fortune, but not so the gods ? 
Retire from Thebes, so wills the law ; with me 
Go to the towers of Pallas : there thine hands 1425 
From this pollution will I cleanse, and give thee 
A mansion, and no small share of my wealth. 
What presents from my country I received, 
For that I saved their death-devoted youth, 
And slew the Cretan bull, — these shall be thine : 1430 
Through all the land to me are hallow'd fields 
Allotted ; these, whilst yet thou art alive, 
Men from thy name shall call ; and when thou diest, 
With solemn rites and stately monuments 
Honor'd by all the Athenian state, thy shade 1435 

To Pluto shall descend : this crown adorns 
My country, that her bounties grace tVve ^oo<\, 

BVRIP. vol. II. <* 
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Glorious through Greece : from me this recompense, 
(Because thou gayest me to behold this light,) 
Shalt thou receive : now thou hast need of friends, 
Not wanted when the gods vouchsafe to grant 1441 
Their honor, grace sufficient where it flows. 

Her. Ah me ! all this is foreign to my ills. 
I deem not of the gods, as having forro'd 
Connubial ties to which no law assents, 1445 

Nor as oppressed with chains : disgraceful this 
I hold, nor ever will believe that one 
Lords it o'er others : of no foreign aid, 
The god, who is indeed a god, hath need : 
Those are the wretched fables of the bards. 1450 

I have bethought me, though opprcss'd with griefs, 
Not to incur the brand of cowardice 
By quitting life : whoe'er sustains not ills, 
Will not sustain the attack of human arms. 
No ; I will rise superior to my fate, 1455 

And go to Athens ; for thy bounteous gifts 
Receive my thanks. A thousand rugged toils 
Have I essay'd, nor ever shrunk from them, 
Nor dropp'd a tear ; and never did I think 
That I should come to this, and pour my griefs 1460 
Thus from my melting eyes : but I must bow, 
A slave, it seems, to fortune : be it so. 
Thou seest my flight, old man ; thou seest my hands 
Stain'd with my children's blood : do thou attend 
Their obsequies; entomb them, honor them 1465 

With tears, my presence since the law forbids ; 
Recline them on their mother's breast, and give 
This sad communion to her arms, which I 
Unjiappily destroy'd, not willingly. 
When thou hast placed their bodies in the earth, 1470 
Dwell in this city ; wretched though thou be, 
/Strengthen thy soul to bear my miseries. 
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Alas, my sons ! the author of your life, 
Your father, hath destroyed you : naught of good 
Enjoy you from the honors which my arms 1475 

With toil acquired, the glory of your father, 
That noblest of possessions. Thee, my wife, 
I likewise have destroyed, ill recompense 
For thy connubial love, connubial faith, 
And all thy long domestic vigilance : 1480 

For thee my sorrows flow, and for my sons, 
And for myself: how wretched are my deeds, 
That rend me from my children and my wife ! 
Where your fond kisses now ? the sad delight 
Lives only in remembrance. Where my arms, 1485 
Mournful associates? Should I bear them still, 
Or cast them from me ? What shall I resolve ? 
If at my side they hang, will they not say, — 
' With us thy wife, thy children didst thou kill ; 
Thou madest us murderers of thy sons ? If yet 1490 
I grasp them in my hands, what shall I answer? 
But if I quit my arms, with which great deeds 
Renown'd through Greece I have achieved, exposed 
To every foe inglorious shall I fall. 
They must not then be quitted, but be held 1495 

A mournful guard. In one thing must I ask, 
Theseus, thy friendly aid : to Argos bear 
With me, this dog of hell, lest, if alone 
I go, my sorrows for my sons overwhelm me. 
Ye race of Cadmus, citizens of Thebes, 1500 

Be your locks shorn, together pour your tears, 
Together to the tomb attend my sons, 
Together in one word lament the dead, 
And me : one ruin on us all is fallen, 
Crushed by one cruel stroke of Juno's rage* 1505 

The. Rise, wretched man ; enoug\\ toy te*T« \\w^ 
Bow'd. 
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Her. I cannot; torpid are my stiffen'd joints. 
The. Misfortunes cast the strongest to the ground. 
Her. Would I were stone, insensible of ills ! 
The. Forbear: give me thine hand; I will assist 

thee. 1510 

Her. Let not my touch defile thy robes with blood. 
The. Lose not a thought on that ; it moves not me. 
Her. Reft of my sons, thou art to me a sou. 
The. Hang on my neck, and I will guide thy steps. 
Her. A friendly pair, but one a very wretch. 1515 
A friend like this, old man, we wish to have. 
Am ph. Bless'd in her sons the land that gave him 

birth. 
Her. Yet turn me back, that I may see my sons. 
The. Hath that dear sight a charm to give thee 

ease? 
Her. I wish it, leaning on my father's breast. 1520 
Am ph. Lean here, my son: that wish is grateful to 

me. 
The. Thus hast thou no remembrance of thy toils? 
Her. All I have borne of ills is less than this. 
The. Regard thy fame, show not thyself unmanned. 
Her. I at thy bidding live, but low my state. 1525 
The. Where is the great, the illustrious Hercules? 
Her. Where thou wouldst be, wast thou so press'd 

with ills? 
The. Low, very low indeed my spirit would sink. 
Her. Why say'st thou then I bend beneath my ills? 
The. Now go. 

Her. Farewell, old man. 

Amph. And thou, my son, 1530 

Farewell. 
Her. Entomb my children, as I told thee. 
Amph, And me, my son, who shall entomb? 
Her. I will. 
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Amph. When wilt thou come ? 

Her. When to my sons these rites 

Thou shalt have paid. 

Amph. But how ? 

Her. I will conduct thee 

From Thebes to Athens. But my ill-starr'd sons 1635 
Lay in the earth : for me, who on my house 
Brought ruin, with dishonor to myself, 
My shattered bark on Theseus shall attend. 
Unwise is he, who wealth or power prefers 
To the rich treasure of a faithful friend. 1640 

Cho. The noblest of our friends in ruin sunk, 
Retire we to our homes, and weep our loss. 
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ARGUMENT, 



After the denth of Hercules, Eurystheus, king of Mycenae, 
the enemy of that hero, continues to persecute his family, 
driving them from every country where they seek refuge by 
the terror of his arms. Under the protection of iolaus, the 
unhappy fugitives, at length, reach the Athenian territo- 
ries, and seek an asylum at the altar before the temple of 
Jupiter, at Marathon. Eurystheus, hearing this, sends an 
ambassador to demand them; but Demophoon, king of 
Athens, refuses to deliver them up, till, on consulting the 
oracle, he learns that the defeat of the Athenians can alone 
be averted by the sacrifice of a noble virgin on the altar of 
Ceres. Unable to comply with this cruel requisition! De- 
mophoon is about to yield to superior force, when Macaria, 
the daughter of Hercules, voluntarily offers herself up as a 
victim for the preservation of her family. A furious con- 
flict now ensues, in which the Argive army are completely 
routed ; and Eurystheus, being taken prisoner, is immedi- 
ately put to death by the orders of Alcmena.— [The scene is 
at. Marathon, at the altar before the temple of Jupiter.] 



IOLAUS. 



Long hath my thought been fix'd, that some are 

form'd 
Benevolent to those allied to them : 
But he, whose eager mind is harried on 
In the pursuit of riches, to the state 
Is useless, and unpleasant to his friends, *> 
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But to himself most good. I learn not this 

By argument, but knowlege of the world : 

For I, through shame and reverence of the touch 

Of consanguinity, though Quiet woo'd me 

To rest at Argos, shared the various toils 10 

Of Hercules, alone attending him 

Whilst he was with us : and ev'n now, since high 

Jn heaven hath been his seat, beneath my wings 

I guard his children, and afford to them 

That safety which I want myself: for first, 15 

Soon as their father was from earth removed, 

Eurystheus sought to kill us ; but by flight 

Have I escaped him : to my country lost, 

My life is saved ; but we, poor wanderers, fly, 

Driven out from state to state ; for this foul wrong 20 

To all his former wrongs Eurystheus adds, 

In whate'er land he hears we have obtained 

A seat, he sends his heralds to demand us, 

And drives us thence ; of Argos makes high boast, 

And his own puissant state, nor fails to urge 25 

His friendship changed to strong hostility. 

My weakness, and the tender youth of these, 

No more protected by their father's might, 

Were seen, and we from every country chased, 

Which reverenced his superior power. But I 30 

Fly with these flying children, share their wrongs, 

Their sufferings share, disdaining to betray them, 

Lest I should hear this taunt, — ' See, since no more 

These orphans have a father, Iolaus, 

Forgetful of his consanguinity, 35 

Protects them not/ Through all the states of Greece 

Abaudon'd outcasts, we at length are come 

To Marathon, and its associate realm, 

9 Iphicles, the futlier of Iolaus, was the twin brother of 
Hercules, 



THE HERACLIDA. 107 

And suppliant at the altars of the gods 

Implore protection : in this land, they say, 40 

Two sons of Thesens share the inheritance, 

Sprung from Pandion, and to these allied ; 

Inducement strong to lead our steps this way 

Towards the illustrious Athens. Two in years 

Greatly advanced are leaders of this flight : ' 45 

These are my charge : the daughters of her son 

Alcmena, clasping in her arms, protects 

Within the temple ; for we reverence 

Their youth and virgin modesty, nor place them 

Before the altar, to the eyes of men 60 

Exposed. But Hyllus, and his brothers, now 

Of riper age, bear their researches wide, 

If haply they may find some citadel 

To give us refuge, if by force chased hence. 

My sons, my sons, come to me, of my vests 66 

Take hold ; I see him, he approaches us, 

The herald of Eurystheus ; he pursues 

Where'er we wander, driven from every land. 

Would thou mightst perish, thou detested wretch. 

And he that sent thee, for the many ills 00 

That mouth has to their noble sire announced 1 

IOLAUS, COPREUS. 

Cop. What, dost thou think that thou art seated 
here 
In safety, weening thou art fled, belike, 
To some confederate state ? A fine device 1 
Who will prefer thy weakness to the might, 6*6 

The puissance of Eurystheus ? Get thee hence ; 
Why cause this trouble ? Rise, to Argos go, 
Where death, the sentence of the law, awaits thee. 

Iol. No ; since the altar of the god will guard me v 
And this free land in which we axe amv*&. ^ 
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Cop. Wilt thou constrain my hand to force thee 
hence ? 

Iol. Nor me, nor these shalt thou drag hence by 
force. 

Cop. That shalt thou see : thy prophecy deceives 
thee. 

Iol. No, never whilst I live shall that he done. 

Cop. Away ! without leave ask'd of thee, this hand 
Shall seize, and to Eurystheus bear them back, 76 
Deeming them his wherever they are found. 

Iol. You, who derive your high-born ancestry 
From Athens, help : though supplicants of Jove, 
Guardian of right, we suffer violence : 80 

Our garlands are polluted, to your state 
Disgrace, and foul dishonor to the gods. 

IOLAUS, COPREUS, CHORUS. 

Cho. What means this cry, which from the altar's 
base 
Proceeds? What deep distress doth it denounce? 

Iol. Behold a man, worn out with years, thrown 
down, 86 

Unhappy me, and roll'd upon the ground. 

Cho. Unseemly fall 1 Who threw thee on the earth? 

Iol. He, strangers, he, dishonoring your gods, 
Forcibly drags me from this hallow'd place. 

Cho. He! From what country art thou come, old 
man, 00 

To us, who dwell in these four social towns ? 
Or from some distant land o'er the wide sea 
Arrive you here, leaving the Euboean strand ? 

Iol. I in no island, strangers, pass my life, 

91 These four towns were (Eooe, Marathon, Probalinthus, 
and Tricorvthus: they were consociated by Theseus, and 
culled the Tetrapolis of Attica. 
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But from Mycenae to your land am come. 95 

Clio. And in Mycenae by what name address'd? 

Iol. Hath not the name of Iolaus reach'd 
Your ears, who by the side of Hercules 
His dangers shared, to glory not unknown? 

Clio. Of old thy fame hath reach'd us : but inform ns, 
Whose children these, that hang upon thy hand? 101 . 

Iol. These, strangers, are the sons of Hercules: 
Suppliants to you, and to your state they come. 

Cho. And what occasions brought you hither? 
Tell ns : 
Wish you to hold free converse with our state? 105' 

Iol. Not to be yielded up, not to be borne 
To Argos, rent by violence from your gods. 

Cop. This will not satisfy thy lords, who claim 
Dominion o'er thee, and have found thee here. 109 

Cho. The suppliants of the gods have a just claim 
To reverence, stranger ; nor shouldst thou, old man, 
Quit by a boisterous hand perforce these seats ; 
For awful justice will not suffer it. 

Cop. These to Eurystheus send, for they are his ; 
And naught of force this boisterous hand shall- use. 1 15 

Cho. Profane and impious were it for the state 
To slight a stranger's supplicating prayer. 

Cop. But it were well from danger's rugged path 
To keep the foot, by wiser counsels guided. 

Cho. These bold words to the monarch of the land 
Shouldst thou address, nor from the gods by force 121 
Their suppliants rend, but reverence a free state* 

Cop. Who is the monarch of this land and town? - 

Cho. Demophoon, from the noble Theseus sprung. 

Cop. To him then boldly will I urge my claim, 125 
With him contend ; with others it were vain. 

Clio. He comes with hasty step, and Acamas 
His brother with him : these will View tay tV&vccu 
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DEMOPHOON, ACAMAS, IOLAUS, COPREUS, CHORUS. 

Dem. Since, aged as thou art, thy foot hath reach'd 
Before our fresher youth this shrine of Jove, 190 

Say, by what chance are these assembled here? 

Cho. These are the sons of Hercules, that sit 
As suppliants, having hung the altar round 
With garlands, as thou seest, and Iolaus 
Faithful in all his dangers to their sire. 135 

Dem. And what unhappy cause required these cries? 

Cho. He there, by force attempting from this shrine 
To drag them, raised this clamor, and threw down 
The poor old man, that I for pity wept. 

Dem. His vestments, and the floating of their folds 
Are Grecian ; but barbaric are his deeds. 141 

'Tis thine to tell me, and without delay 
To tell me, from what country art thou come. 

Cop. 1 am an Argive ; so much for thy wish 
To know from whence : but wherefore, and from whom 
I come, thou slialt bo told : Mycenae's king, 140 

Eurystheus, sent me hither to lead back 
These ; and I come, O stranger, having much 
Of justice to declare, and do. Myself 
An Argive, lead these Argives, having caught 150 

The fugitives from my country, by its laws 
Condemned to die. We, who compose the state, 
Have in ourselves a right to execute 
The sentence of the state : in many lands 
To many altars have they fled, and we 155 

Have urged the self-same plea ; nor hath one dared 
To draw their private ruin on himself. 
But if, in thee aught of imprudent seen, 
They hither came, and through despair would cast 
Thee into danger, be their hopes obtain'd 160 

Or not obtain'd, (for never could they hope, 



THE HERACLID£. Ill 

That thou alone, of all the states of Greece 

To which they came, if reason ruled thy mind, 

Shouldst pity their distress, which no relief 

Can reach,) reflect awhile, and weigh things well : 165 

If to their country these thou shalt give back, 

Permitting us to lead them hence, what gain 

Wilt thou acquire ? From us thou mayst receive 

This high advantage ; all the warlike force 

Of Argos, all the puissance of its king 170 

Associate to thy state : but if thine heart 

Melts at their tale with pity, then the spear 

Must do its bloody work ; for, be assured, 

This is a contest we shall never quit, 

Till arms decide it. Then what wilt thou say ? 176 

Reft of thy realms, wilt thou support the war 

Against Tirynthian Argos ? What allies 

Dost thou protect ? and in what cause the dead, 

The slaughtered wilt thou bury ? All thy state 

Will execrate thy name, for an old man, 180 

A sepulchre, a nothing, and these children, 

Shouldst thou incur these dangers. Thou wilt say 

(All thou canst say) a better hope awaits thee : 

But future hope before the present force 

Must vanish. Ill 'gainst Argos would these fight 185 

In arms, should they arrive to manly age, 

If that thought gives thee courage ; and between 

Long is the interval, in which perchance 

Ruin may crush you. Be persuaded then ; 

Give nothing, but permit us to lead hence 100 

These, who are ours ; and make Mycenae thine ; 

Nor, what is often done, do thou reject 

Friends of superior worth, when thou hast power 

To choose, preferring those of small account. 

Dem. Who can decide, or who be well in form 'd, 
Till he hath learn'd the pleas of each <\\sV\ncW \^& 
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Iol, This in thy realms, O king, is granted me, 
To speak ; and on my part I shall be heard : 
Hence none will chase me, as from other lands. 
'Twixt him and us all commerce long hath ceased : 200 
For siuce in Argos we have now no more 
A share, cut off by that severe decree, 
But from our country fly, by what just right 
Can he as Argives seize us refuged here, 
Whom from our country he drove out? We now 205 
Are strangers. Or from ail the coasts of Greece 
Deem you it just that he be forced to fly, 
Who flies from Argos? Not from Athens : no : 
They from their land, through fear of the Argive 

force, 
Will never chase the sons of Hercules. 210 

Nor Trachis this, nor an Achaean town, 
Whence with no justice, but with many a boast 
Of Argos, such as thou hast vaunted here, 
Thou from the altars of the gods hast driven 
These suppliants : were it so, and should they heed 
Thy words, then Athens were no longer free. 216 

But nature form'd them of a nobler spirit : 
I know them, they would die first ; for disgrace 
Is by good men esteem'd an irksome load, 
That burdens life : enough for them ; but praise, 220 
When overslrain'd, offends : oft have I felt 
Myself oppress'd when praised beyond due bounds. 
But this I wish to tell thee, what strong tie 
Is on thee to save these, since of this land 
Thou art the chief: from Pelops Pittheus sprung, 225 

211 They had fled to Trachis, a city of Thessaly : Ceyx, 
who was then the king, was the friend of Hercules ; hut, be- 
ins intimidated by the threats of Euryatheus, he sent them to 
Athens. 

225 iEthra, the mother of Theseus, was the daughter of 
Pittheua; Aicmena, the mother of Hercules, was the daugh- 
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From Pittheus JSthra, and of her was born 

Theseus thy sire : their lineage let me now 

Trace upwards ; Hercules was son of Jove 

And of Alcmena, Pelops was her sire. 

Thus Hercules and Theseus were allied, 230 

And from the same rich source the kindred blood 

Flows in my veins, Demophoon, and theirs. 

What, farther than this consanguinity, 

Binds thee to aid these children, I will tell thee ; 

For let me boast that I with Theseus saii'd 235 

For the rich belt, the cause of many deaths, 

An3 bore their father's shield : from the dark caves 

Of Pluto to the realms of light he brought 

Thy father ; Greece bears witness to the deed, 

Through all her states ; this in return they ask, 240 

Not to be yielded up, not to be rent 

By violence from your gods, and from your land 

Be outcasts. Shame to thee, and to the state 

An ill, that suppliants, wanderers, to thy blood 

Allied, (ah me, their wretched state ! look on them, 

Look on them,) should by force be dragg'd away. 246 

But J beseech thee ; on thy hands I hang 

These garlands; show them mercy, take them, guard 

them ; 
Dishonor not the sons of Hercules ; 
Be thou a kinsman to them, be a friend, 250 

A father, brother, lord ; for every thing 
Is better than to fall beneath the Argives. 

Clio. I melt with pity as I hear their ills : 
And now, O king, I see illustrious worth 
O'erpower'd by fortune : noble was their sire, 255 
Yet miseries unmerited oppress them. 

ter of Lysidice, sister to Pittheus : their parents were Pelops 
and Hippodamia. 

EUR1P. VOL. II. ^ 
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Dem. Three causes, each of painful weight, con- 
strain me 
Not to reject the strangers thou hast brought : 
From Jove, the greatest, at whose altar placed, 
Thou seek'st protection for this youthful band. 260 
Next, consanguinity and gratitude 
Call loudly on me to repay to these 
Their father's kindness ; shame too urges me, 
Which claims most serious and attentive heed ; 
For should I, by this stranger's violence, 265 

Allow this shrine to be profaned, no more 
In a free land shall I be deem'd to dwell. 
These suppliants to the Argives I disdain, 
Whilst danger closes round them, to betray. 
Yet must I wish thou hadst been guided hither 270 
By happier fortune : but ev'n now suppress 
Thy fear, that from this altar any force 
Shall rend thee and thy youthful charge away. 
Go thou to Argos, tell Eurystheus this ; 
And add, if 'gainst these strangers he hath aught 275 
Of accusation, he may prosecute 
His claim ; but never shalt thou drag them hence. 

Cop. Not if my pleaded reason shows it just? 

Dem. How just, to drag a suppliant hence by force ? 

Cop. Not to my shame, but to thy damage this. 280 

Dem. Mine were the shame, hadst thou my leave to 
force them. 

Cop. Chase them hence thou, then will we seize 
on them. 

Dem. Perverse, to deem thee wiser than the god. 

Cop. Hither the guilt-stain'd wretch, it seems, must 
fly. 

Dem. To all a common refuge is the shrine. 285 

Cop. Far otherwise perchance will Argos deem. 

Dem, Will Argos deem ? Am not I sovereign here ? 
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Cop. But not to do us wrong, if thou art wise. 

Dem. And wrong I you not to profane the gods? 

Cop. I wish thee with the Argives not to war. 290 

Dem. It is my wish : but these I will not yield. 

Cop. Then will I seize, and lead them as mine own. 

Dem. Thou wilt not thus with ease revisit Argos. 

Cop. That to a speedy trial will I put. 

Dem. Touch them, thou soon with tears shalt mourn 
the offence. 295 

Cop. Strike not a herald, by the gods I pray thee. 

Dem. Then let the herald learn to curb his pride. 

Cho. Go thou away. And thou, king, touch him 
not. 

Cop. I go ; for weak the conflict of one hand : 
But soon will I return, and bring with me, 300 

In all its martial equipage, the war 
Of Argos ; for her thousands stand in arms, 
Grasping their shields, Eurystheus at their head, . 
Who at Alcathoe's nearest boundary waits, 
Expecting my return : when he shall hear 305 

The wrong thou dost him, he will blaze in arms, 
Dreadful to thee, thy country, and its fruits. 
In vain would Argos train her numerous youth 
To arms, unless her vengeance burst on thee. 

Dem. Go then, and ruin light upon thy head : 310 
Thy Argos fear I not, nor shalt thou lead 
These hence, to my dishonor, by rude force. 
This state, where I am sovereign, never owed 
Subjection to the Argives, but is free. 

Cho. The time demands attention, ere the host 315 

304 Alcathoe was a city in the province of Megaris situated 
on the extremity of Acnaia, between Corinth and Athens. 
The poet stations Eurystheus and his army here, that bis 
hasty advance into Attica, and the battle that ensues, might 
not offend too much against the decorum of the theatre with 
regard to time. 
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Of Argos treads our borders : fierce their arms ; 
And now with threefold fierceness will they come. 
Heralds are ever wont to aggravate * 
Each heighten'd circumstance ; and canst thou tell 
What to the kings he may report, what wrongs 320 
He suffer 'd, and what dangers threatened him, 
Enlarged as if he scarce escaped with life ? 
Iol. There is no greater glory to a child, 
Than from a brave and virtuous sire to draw 
His birth, by marriage to the good allied : 325 

But him, who, master'd by his loose desires, 
Weds 'mongst the base, I praise not ; for he leaves, 
To gratify his wanton appetite, 
Dishonor to his children : in the hour 
Of adverse fortune, will the high-traced lineage 330 
Of noble ancestry insure protection ; 
Not so the ignoble : to the lowest pitch 
Of abject misery sunk, we here have found 
Friends and relations, who, of all the states 
Of spacious Greece, alone stood forth to aid us. 336 
Come, children, give them your right hand ; and you 
Give yours ; come forward ; we are here amidst 
Approved and faithful friends. If ever fate 
Shall to our country open our return ; 
If e'er your father's house, your father's honors 340 
Be yours, let these be always high esteem'd 
As friends and guardians : never 'gainst this land 
Advance the hostile spear, remembering this, 
And of all others hold this state most dear : 
For that great realm, and the Pelasgic people 345 
In your defence they make their enemies ; 
Seeing you poor and outcasts, yet they scorn M 
To yield you up, or drive you from their land. 
For me, alive and dead, whene'er 1 die, 
Thy name to Theseus with the highest praise 350 
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Will I extol, and with these generous deeds 

Delight his ear, that thou hast kindly given 

Protection to the sons of Hercules. 

Through Greece thy fame shall flourish, and preserve , 

Thy father's glory ; from the illustrious sprung, 355 

Thyself not less illustrious : this renown 

Is thine, by few acquired ; for rare to find 

'Mongst many one, who by ignoble deeds 

Shames not the virtues of his ancestors. 

Cho. Always through every age this land hath 
given 300 

Protection to the afflicted, if their cause 
Was just, and for its friends a thousand toils 
Sustained, as now this war which threatens nigh. 

Dem. Well hast thou said ; and I. confide, old 
man, 
Such shalt thou find this land, and after times '365 
This kindness will record. Behoves me now 
To call a full assembly of the state, 
And, how with numerous forces to receive 
Mycenae's force, appoint. First will I send 
To explore their march, that they assail me not 370 
With inroad unawares : the experienced chief 
With expedition prompt repels the foe. 
My seers convened, then will I sacrifice. 
Thou to my house, these children with thee, go, 
And leave the shrine of Jove : though for awhile 375 
I shall be absent, there are those, whose care 
Will tend thee : go then to my house, old man. 

Iol. I will not quit the altar : here We sit 
Suppliants, imploring to your state success. 
Soon as with honor from this contest, king, 380 

Thou shalt acquit thee, to thy house we go. 
And we have gods associate with our arms, 
Nothing inferior to the gods of A.T£0&\ 
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Juno, the imperial wife of Jove, 'mongst them 
Presides, with us Minerva ; and I deem it 385 

Of import that our gods excel in power ; 
For Pallas ne'er will brook to be subdued. 

« 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

Fierce and haughty is thy brow, 

Stranger of the Argive land : 
Not for that will others bow, 390 

Crouching to thy threatening hand. 
Never shall thy vaunts control 

The brave and free-born soul : 
Of this great and spleudid state 
Ne'er be that the inglorious fate : 395 

Son of Sthenelus, no more 
Madly boast the Argive power. 

ANT1STR0PHE. 

Wouldst thou 'gainst another state, 

Which in power with Argos vies, 
Fierce advance with hostile hate, 400 

Stranger thou, our kings despise ; 
Suppliants at this hallow'd seat, 

Who to my land retreat, 
Seize, and from the altars lead, 
Nor the name of justice plead 1 405 

Deeds like these will honor own 
Where humanity is known. 

EPODE. 

Peace to my soul is dear : 

Yet, thou malignant monarch, hear, 
If 'gainst this realm thou lead thy martial train, 410 

Not so shalt thou thy wish obtain. 

Canst thou alone the falchion wield ? 
Alone is thine the brass- em plated shield ? 
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Bat though thy soul delights in war, 
Shake not thy spear at me ; but far, . 415 

Far from this land refrain thy pride, 
Where pleased the Graces in rich state reside* 

IOLAUS, DEMOPHOON, CHORUS. 

Iol. Why art thou come, my son, thy brow o'ercast 
With anxious care ? Aught new hast thou to tell 
The foe respecting? Halt they, or advance? 420 

Or what thy tidings ? For the herald's words 
Were not vain threats : their leader, well I know, 
Is prosperous with the favor of the gods, 
And against Athens with no little rage 
Inflamed : but pride, that lifts its swelling thoughts 
Beyond just height, Jove humbles with the dust. 426 

Dem, The Argive host is come, and at their head 
Their king, Eurystheus; I myself have seen him : 
, The experienced chief, who boasts his skill in war, 
Views not the adverse troops with others' eyes. 430 
As yet his marshall'd host he hath not led 
Into our plains, but on a hill's steep brow 
Surveys the ground, (so my conjecture deems,) 
Where best to march his army, where to encamp 
With safety. On my part, all is prepared 435 

As it behoves ; the city bright with arms, 
The victims ready for the sacrifice, 
&uch as each god requires. The seers perform 
Lustrations through the town, of power to avert 
The assaulting foes, and to protect the state. 440 

All, who explain the voice of oracles 
Mystic or popular, responses old, 
Presaging safety to this land, I drew 
Together, I consulted : on some points 
Widely their answers differed, but in one 445 

Perspicuous was the according vqice of &U, 
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Commanding me to sacrifice to Ceres 

A virgin from a noble father sprung. 

My zeal thou seest how prompt in your behalf ; 

Yet neither mine own daughter will I slay, 450 

Nor any of my citizens constrain 

Against his will ; and none of his free choice 

Harbors the cruel thought to cast away 

His dearest children. Thou mayst see ev'n now 

The people, as their differing judgments lead, 455 

In bands assembled : some account it just 

To aid the supplicants, of folly some 

Accuse me ; these to satisfy requires 

My utmost care, or civil discord soon 

Will kindle into war : consider this ; 460 

How you may be protected, how this land 

Be safe, revolve, and that my citizens 

Accuse me not : for no barbaric sway, 

That lords it with a tyrant's pride, is mine ; 

But justice, as it guides, upholds my power. 465 

Cho. This state, though prompt and willing to assist 
The strangers, by the god is not permitted. 

Iol. Alas, my sons, we seem like mariners, 
Who from a storm's impetuous rage had reach'd 
The port, and thence by the tempestuous winds 470 
Are driven again to sea ; so from this land, 
Where we had gain'd the shore, and deem'd us safe, 
Are we driven back. Ah, why, insidious hope, 
Why didst thou soothe my soul, then fly, and leave 
Thy favor not accomplished? This to him 475 

Must be forgiven, that he is not inclined 
To slay the children of his citizens. 
All here is goodness to us, and demands 
My warmest praise ; but if it please the gods 
That I thus suffer, yet my grateful thanks 480 

Ne'er ahaUt thou lose. But, O my sons, for you 
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I know not what to emprise : ah, whither bend 

Our steps? What god have not our garlands crown 'd, 

Or to what land have we not fled for refuge ? 

But we must die, we must be yielded up. 485 

For me, if I must die, I reck not of it, 

But as my death would to mine enemies 

Be triumph : but for you, my sons, I weep ; 

You move my pity, and that aged dame, 

Your father's mother. In thy length of life 4<J0 

Wretched art thou, Alcmena : I too feel 

Like wretchedness, sustaining all my toils 

In vain. We must, ah me ! we now must fall 

Into his hands that hates us, and beneath 

His baseness die dishonored. Know'st thou yet 495 

How thou mayst yield us succor ? For not all, 

Not all my hope that these may be preserved 

Is vanished : me, instead of these, O king, 

Give to the Argives ; from thyself remove 

The danger ; and let these be safe : my life 500 

I value not, I ought not ; let it go : 

Me chiefly would Eurystheus wish to seize, 

And with indecent outrage load the man 

Who shared in arms the toils of Hercules ; 

For frenzy whirls him : but the wise would wish, 505 

If he must have a foe, that foe were wise, 

Not of an untaught spirit ; there perchance 

Mercy and temperate thought might much avail. 

Cho. Do not now blame the state : should we betray 
% The stranger, great perhaps the present gain, 510 

But foul dishonor would await the deed. 

Dem. Generous thy words, but to the circumstance 
III suited : not for thee the king in arms 
Advances to these realms ; he wants not thee. 
What would Eurystheus by an old man's death 515 
Acquire ? but these it is his wish to slay ; 



122 EURIPIDES. 

The noble race, that rises to its bloom ; 

The youths, that bear their father's wrongs impress'd 

Deep in their hearts, are dreaded by their foes : 

All this behoves him much to guard against, 620 

If thou hast aught that better suits the times, 

Propose it ; for the answers of the gods 

Distract my thoughts, and fill my soul with fears. 

DEMOPHOON, IOLAUS, MACARIA, CHORUS. 

Mac. Impute not boldness to me, that I come 
Before you, strangers ; this my first request 525 

I urge : for silence and a chaste reserve 
Is woman's genuine praise, and to remain 
Quiet within the house. But I come forth, 
Hearing thy lamentations, Iolaus, 
Though charged with no commission ; yet, perhaps, 
I may be useful: these my brothers claim 531 

My chief anxiety ; yet what concerns 
Myself I wish to learn, to former ills 
If new afflictions added gnaw thy heart. 

Iol. The race of Hercules, thee chief, my child, 535 
I have not now with justice first to praise. 
I thought indeed that fortune on our house 
Now smiled, but backward are we roll'd again 
To all our former ills ; for of the flock 
Or herd, no victim doth the voice of fate 540 

Demand, but other sacrifice instead, 
A virgin from a noble father sprung, 
If to ourselves, if to this state we wish 
Aught happy : this recals my anxious cares ; 
For he declares that neither child of his, 545 

Nor of his people, will he sacrifice. 
He tells me too, not plainly, yet he tells me, 
But that we find some means to extricate 
Ourselves from this, we elsewhere must seek refuge, 



THE HERACLIDiE. 123 

For that bis wish is to preserve this land. 560 

Mac. Might we have hopes of safety on these terms? 
Iol. We might, and fair success in all beside. 
Mac. Tremble no more then at the hostile spear 
Of Argos : I am ready, ere commaud 
Be given, to die, and to present myself 655 

A willing victim. What could be our plea, 
If for our sakes this state should deign to abide 
The greatest danger ; and on others we . 
Imposing toils, which well we might prevent, 
Should fly from death ? No : since we should deserve 
Contempt, if suppliants at this hallow'd shrine 561 
We sit and wail, from such a father sprung 
As w& are, and betray degenerate souls. 
Doth this become the noble? Or perchance 
I deem it more becoming, when this town 665 

(May that ne'er be) shall sink beneath the foe, 
To fall into their hands, and every ill, 
Though from a noble father sprung, endured, 
Ev'n then to visit the dark realms below. 
Haply I might escape, and wander far 570 

An outcast from this land : should I not sink 
With shame, to hear it said, — ' Why come you hither, 
Bearing your suppliant boughs, yourselves of life 
So fond? Hence from our land ; the base shall find 
No shelter here/ Nor, should these die, myself 575 
Preserved, of prosperous fortune could I form 
One cheerful hope, though many, fondly led 
By such delusion, have bctray'd their friends. 
A poor, forsaken virgin who would deign 
To take in marriage ? Who would wish for sons 580 
From one so wretched ? Better then to die, 
Than bear such undeserved miseries : 
One less illustrious this might more beseem. 
Then lead me to the place where I mu&l die \ 
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Crown me with garlands ; when you please, begin 585 

The fatal rites, aud triumph o'er your foes. 

I have a soul, that nnreluctantly 

Presents itself ; and I proclaim aloud, 

That for my brothers and myself I die. 

I am not fond of life, but think I gain 580 

An honorable prize, to die with glory. 

Cho. How shall I praise the virgin's generous 
speech, 
Who for her brothers willingly presents 
Herself to die ? Can man find words to express 
Sublimer thought, or dare a nobler deed ? 685 

Iol. My child, this shows that thou couldst draw 
thy birth - 
From none but Hercules ; a ray divine 
Of his bright spirit in thy bosom glows. 
I blush not at thy words, but at thy fato 
I grieve. Yet how this end may be attain'd 600 

With greater justice, have I to propose: 
Call we her sisters forth, and let her die, 
To save the race whose lot it is to die : 
It is not just thou die, ere the lot falls. 

Mac. By lot I will not die ; for to such death 605 
No thanks are due, or glory : name it not. 
If you accept me, if my ofi'urM life 
Be grateful to you, willingly I give it 
For these ; but by constraint I will not die. 

Iol. There is more honor in these words, my child, 
Than in thy former, generous as they were. 61 1 

On great design thou buildest great design, 
And nobler speech on noble. Yet thy death 
I uor advise, nor interdict : to die, 
Will be to rescue these from their distress. 615 

Mac. Wisely dost thou advise : fear not to share 
Pollution from me ; freely shall I die. 
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But follow me, old man ; for in thy hands 

I wish to die : be present, and compose 

My lifeless limbs wrapp'd decent in my vests. ' 620 

Whatever there is of terrible to die 

A slaughter'd victim, boldly will I meet, 

Since from a father sprang in whom I glory. 

Iol. I never can be present at thy death. 

Mac. Be this at least thy care then ; let me breathe 
My last in women's hands, and not in men's. 626 

Dem. That, O unhappy virgin, will I make 
My care : with every honor not to grace thee, 
To me were shameful: various causes urge ; 
Thy generous spirit, and the call of justice : 630 

For never did I see, of all thy sex, 
One that to pity had a juster claim. 
Yet hast thou aught to these, aught to his age 
To speak, come near, and utter thy last words. 

Mac. Farewell, revered old man, farewell, and 
teach 635 

These youths in all things to be wise, like thee ; 
Naught will avail them more : and let thy care 
Watch o'er their safety, nor thyself expose 
Too readily to death : we are thy children, 
And nurtured by thy hand. Me thou beholdest 640 
My marriageable prime for them to death 
Devoting. You, my brothers, who are here, 
May you be happy, yours be every blessing ; 
Which to procure, a victim I shall die. 
Reverence his age, reverence Alcmena's age 645 

Within, my father's mother, and these strangers. 
If ever you have respite from your toils, 
If ever to your country you return, 
Protected by the gods, remember this : 

625 This is addressed to Demophoow* 
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Bury, as it becomes you, her that died 650 

To save you : this were honorably just ; 

For my affection was not wanting to you, 

But for our race I died : for children this, 

This for the nuptial bed shall in exchange 

Be my rich treasure, if beneath the earth 655 

A sense of aught remains, or all below 

Be nothing : for if there the dead shall find 

The sufferings that embitter mortal life, 

Where may we hope for rest? for death is deem'd, 

Lenient of ills, a potent medicine. 660 

Iol. O thou, whose nobleness of soul excels 
In generous virtue, more than all thy sex, 
Whilst thou art living, more when thou art dead, 
Shalt thou be honor'd by us. But farewell : 
I have a holy dread to offend the queen, 665 

Daughter of Ceres, who demands thee now. — 
She 's gone : chill horror runs through all my veins, 
And shakes my frame ; grief sinks me to the earth : 
O, take me, lay me on that hallbw'd seat, 
And with these vestments cover me, my sons, 670 

In what is done my soul hath no delight ; 
Yet were the oracular mandate not obey'd, 
There were no life for you : a greater loss 
Had then been ours ; yet this is piercing grief. 

CHORUS. 

The bliss of man the gods dispose, 675 

Nor is he born to constant woes ; 
Nor the same house doth happiness 

Always delight to bless : 
Each mortal hath his different state 

Allotted him by fate ; 680 

One it hurls down from his exalted height, 
And cheers the wanderer in his hopeless flight : 



THE HERACL1DA. 127 

In vain its fiVd decree we wish to fly, 
Nor wisdom can its power restrain ; 

The rash attempt were vain. 685 

Bat do not thou above the gods aspire, 

Nor, sunk in abject sorrow, lie. 
Unhappy, but illustrious is the part 
Adopted by her generous heart : 

She for her brothers, for this country dies, 600 

And deathless glory is her meed. 
Virtue through toils delights to rise. 
Worthy her brothers was the deed, 
Worthy her noble sire. 
Do thou the virtuous in their death revere ; 605 

Such reverence it is mine to bear. 

IOLAUS, MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Mes. Hail, youths : the aged Iolaus where, 
Where is Alcmena, absent from this seat? 

Iol. Such as I am, behold me present here. 

Mes. Why lying thus? Why cover'd is thy face ? 700 

Iol. Griefs of my own oppress my sinking heart. 

Mes. Now upright raise thyself, now lift thy head. 

Iol. I am a poor old man, I have no strength. 

Mes. I come a messenger of welcome tidings. 

Iol. Who art thou ? for I recollect thee not. 705 

Mes. The slave of Hyllus : look, dost thou not know 
me? 

Iol. And comes he, friend, to save us from these 
ills? 

Mes. He comes : and more', good fortune now is 
' thine. 

Iol. Thou mother of the bravest son, come forth ; 
Come forth, Alcmena, hear these welcome words : 710 
Long for the absent hath thy soul with grief 
Wasted away, in doubt of his return. 
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» 
ALCMENA, IOLAUS, MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Alc. Why dost thou call thus loud, that all the 
temple 
Sounds to thy voice ? Is this a herald come 
From Argos, who by force would drag thee hence ? 715 
Weak is my power ; yet, stranger, be assured 
Thou never, whilst I live, shalt lead these hence, 
Or may I never more be deem'd his mother : 
But touch them with thine hand, and thou shalt know 
How hard it is to strive with two, though old. 720 

Iol. Have comfort, tremble not ; no herald this 
From Argos with a hostile mandate charged. 

Alc. Why then that cry, the messenger of fear? 

Iol. Nay, come thou from the temple ; near us come. 

Alc. I know not what this means. Who is this 
man ? 725 

Iol. He comes to tell thee thy son's son advances. 

Alc. O, for these welcome tidings be thou bless'd ! 
Jlut from what country doth he hither come? 
Where is he now? What accident detains him 
That he too came not to delight my soul ? 730 

Mes. He marshals in their ranks the troops lie 
brought. 

Alc. May not my presence longer be allow'd ? 

Iol. It may: but now to question him is mine. 

Mes. Of what hast thou a wish to be inform'd ? 

Iol. What number leads he of allies in arms? 735 

Mes. Many : thus general only can I speak. 

Iol. This to the Athenian chiefs, I ween, is known. 

Mes. It is ; and on their left our troops are placed ? 

Iol. And are they now in form of battle ranged? 

Mes. They are ; and from the ranks the victims 
led. 740 

Iol, How distant from them is the Argive host ? 
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Mes. So that their leader is distinctly seen. 
Iol. What doing? marshalling the hostile ranks? 
Mes. So we conjecture, for we heard him not. 
But I must go : I would not that my lord, 745 

By me deserted, with the foe engage. 

Iol. And with thee I : this is alike our care, 
Present to assist our friends, as it behoves us. 
Mes. Not so : that purpose were in thee unwise. 
Iol. Not share this perilous battle with my friends ? 
Mes. The strength, which once was thine, is thine 
no more. 761 

Iol. What, is this arm too weak to pierce a shield ? 
Mes. Not so; but first it may be thine to fall. 
Iol. Of all the foes not one dares meet my eye. 
Mes. 'Tis not the eye, but hand, which gives the 
wound. 765 

Iol. In numbers not unequal will I light. 
Mes. Little those aged limbs will shield thy friends. 
Iol. Withhold me not ; I am resolved to act. 
Mes. The will, but not the power to act, is thine. 
Iol. No more : I will not stay inactive here. 760 
Mes. How 'midst arm'd troops wilt thou appear un- 

arm'd ? 
Iol. Beneath this room are arms, the spoils of war; 
These will I use, and fix them here again 
If I return with life, for from the dead 
The god will not demand them : go thou in, 765 

Take down those arms, and with thy utmost speed 
Bring me my martial dress : it is a shame 
Tamely to keep the house, that some should light, 
And some through coward baseness keep aloof. 

Cho. Age hath not quell'd his spirit; that still 
breathes 770 

The lire of youth, but feeble are his limbs. 
Why this vain effort ? it will hurt thyself, 

eurjp, vol. il. ^ 
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And little aid oar state. It better suits 
Thy age to curb such daring thoughts, and quit 
Things which surpass thy power ; for never more 775 
Shalt thou regain the vigorous strength of youth. 

Alc. What wouldst thou do, distracted as thou art ? 
Leave me, and my poor children desolate? 

Iol. To fight is man's; the care of these be thine. 

Alc. But shouldst thou perish, how shall 1 be 
saved ? 780 

Iol. The sons of Hercules shall live, and guard thee. 

Alc. But should their fortune (Heaven avert it!) 
fail ? 

Iol. These strangers, fear not, never will betray 
thee. 

Alc. That hope supports me : I have none beside. 

Iol. And Jove, I am assured, regards thy toils. 785 
* Alc. Ah! — But from me word of reproach shall 

Jove 
Ne'er hear : if he be good to me, he knows. 

Mes. Thou scest these arms, a military dress; 
Yet all thy speed to clothe thee in this mail 
Were slow, so fast the battle hastes to join, 790 

And Mars abhors the tardy combatant : 
But if their weight be cumbrous, go unarm'd, 
And in the ranks array thee ; I will bear them. 

Iol. Well hast thou said : thus ready iu thine hand, 
As thou hast brought them, bear them : place the spear 
In my right hand, support my left, and lead me. 790 

Mes. Must the arm'd warrior as a child be led ? 

Iol. Securely, for the omen, I would walk. 

Mes. O hadst thou power to act, as thou hast will ! 

IOL. Haste: I should grieve, if for the fight too 
late. 800 

Mes. Thine is the slowness, yet I seem to halt. 
Iol, Doat thou not see my foot, how quick it moves? 
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Mes. Advancing less, than seeming to advance. 

Iol. Thou wilt not say this when thou seest me 
there. 

Mes. Performing what ? Yet bast thou my warm 
wish. 805 

Iol. Transfixing through his plated shield some foe. 

Mes. In time if we arrive, for that thy fear. 

Iol. O my right hand, as I remember thee 
In youthful vigor, when with Hercules 
Thou didst storm Sparta, such if thou wert now 810 
My friend in battle, I alone would drive 
Eurystheus to foul flight : to await the spear 
He is not brave : yet prosperous fortune claims, 
Howe'er unjustly, the repute of valor, 
And every knowlege to success is given. 815 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I, 

O Earth, O Moon, that through the night 

Holiest in solemn state thy light ; 

Thou Sun, whose world-enlivening ray 

With golden splendor crowns the day ; 
Bring me the important tidings ; from your skies 820 

Shout, that this seat of kings may hear, 
And Pallas, as she bends her raptured ear, 

Roll the blue lustre of her eyes. 

Prompt to protect this suppliant band, 

In freedom's cause I greatly dare, 825 

Dare to avenge this injured land, .. 
Meet the rough storm, and stem the tide of war. 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

Yet that, inflamed with hostile hate, 

A city, like Mycenee great, 

So glorious, so renown'd in arms, 830 

Should shake my country with alarms. 
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How dreadful is the proud array of war ! 

But, O my country, through dismay, 
What shame, shouldst thou these supplicants be- 
tray, 

And tremble at the Argive spear ! 835 

Jove to my arms allies his might ; 

I will not fear though hosts assail : 

Jove justly aids me in the fight, 
And never o'er the gods shall man prevail. 

strophe u. 

Thee too, Minerva, queen revered, 840 

Pleased here to fix thy reign, 

(For high thy hand these rampires rear'd, 
And thine this rjch domain.) 

Drive, from thy Athens distaut far, 

O, drive this tyrant's threatening war, 845 

Which, with unrighteous rage on fire, 

From Argos proudly sweeps along. 

I merit not, oppress'd with wrong, 

So for my virtue to expire. 

ANTISTIIOPHE II. 

With grateful reverence at thy shrine 850 

Just honors are decreed ; 
To thee we pay the rites divine, 

To thee the victims bleed : 
Nor, as the full months roll away, 
Un hallo w'd sinks thy festal day : 855 

And, on the mountain's windy height, 
With many a song the youths advance ; 
And many a virgin leads the dance, 
Charming with raptured hymns the night. 

856 The Acropolis. 

859 This whole antistrophe ulludes to the greater Panathe- 
nea ; at which one of the games was a musical contest, where 
the songs were devoted to liberty. 
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MESSENGER, ALCMENA, CHORUS. 

Mes. Lady, I bring thee tidings, which shall greet 
Thine ear in brief, and do the bearer grace. 861 

Know, we have conquer'd, and the trophies stand 
Hung with the various arms stripp'd from thy foes. 

Alc. Thou art indeed a friend, and this good day 
Hath sent thee for thy tidings to be free. 866 

One anxious care yet hast thou not removed ; 
Fear for their lives whom most I wish to live. 

Mes. They live, most glorious through the con- 
quering host. 

Alc. And doth the aged Iolaus live? 

Mes. He lives, illustrious by the favoring gods. 870 

Alc. Achieved he in the battle deeds of fame? 

Mes. Changed from old age, he stood a youth again. 

Alc. Thou speakest wonders : but I first would hear 
The glorious contest of my friends in fight. 

Mes. All this I may relate to thee at once. 875 

When front to front each adverse host in arms 
Presented its array, from his high car, 
Whirl'd by four coursers in the space between, 
Hyllus advancing stood, and cried aloud ; — 
' O thou, who to this land hast led thy troops 880 

From Argos, hear. W hy spare we not this state, 
Nor injure thy Mycenae, of one man 
Deprived? Advance, and with thy single spear 
Oppose my single spear : if in the fight 
I perish, take the sons of Hercules, 885 

And lead them hence ; but if thou fall, permit me 
To enjoy my father's honors, and his house.' 
The army with applause received his words, 
As honor's dictates, both to end their toils, 
And show the noble daring of his sou\\ ^&fo 

Hot so the chief; he felt no get\etoua ffa&xbft, 
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His host revering ; nor, through abject fear, 

Dared meet the foe's strong lance. Such though his 

soul. 
So mean, so base, he came to enslave the sons 
Of Hercules. Then Hyllus to his ranks 895 

Returu'd : forthwith the seers (this hope now lost, 
That spear to spear, in single fight opposed, 
The contest might decide,) performed the rites, 
And from the victim ponr'd the atoning blood. 
Their cars some mounted, some to guard their breasts 
Grasp'd their strong shields : the Athenian king with 

words, 901 

Breathing a hero's soul, addressed his troops : — 
' Now, fellow-citizens, now is the time, 
That calls you bravely each to guard this land, 
Which gave you birth, which gives you sustenance.' 
Nor less in the adverse host did each, who wish'd 906 
Not to disgrace or Argos or Mycenae, 
Inflame to valiant deeds his next in arms. 
But when the Tuscan trumpet sounded high 
The signal, and the encountering armies rush'd 910 
Each against each, how dreadful was the clash 
Of shields 'gainst shields! What groans, what shouts 

at once ! 
At first the fury of the Argive spear 
Pierced our array, but soon it closed ; and now, 
Foot fix'd to foot, and man with man engaged, 916 
Firm we sustain'd their charge, and many fell. 
On either part this voice of exhortation 
Resounded, here, * You that in Athens hold 
Your happy mansions ;' there, * Ye valiant sons 
Of Argos, free your country from this shame.' 920 
Scarce with each vigorous effort, and much toil 

899 The name o£ Macaria ia not meuUox^d, out of tender- 
neaa to Alcmena. 
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Turn'd we at length the Argive host to flight. 

And now the aged Iolaus saw 

Hyllus rush on impetuous : his right hand 

He stretch'd, and ardent wish'd to mount the car ; 925 

Then seized the reins, and where Eurystheus fled 

Urged the pursuit : what followed from report 

Let others tell, but this mine eyes beheld. 

Pallene's hallow'd height, the loved abode 

Of Pallas, pass'd, he saw Eurystheus whirl 080 

His (lying car, then breathed his earnest vow 

To Jove and Hebe, that for one short day 

His youth might be restored, vigorous to pour 

His vengeance on the foe. Now shalt thou bear 

Things wonderful. Above the yoke two stars 935 

Were seen to stand, that with a cloudy veil 

Cover'd the chariot, Hebe and thy son 

The wisest deem them : from the ethereal cloud. 

In all the vigor of bis youthful arms, 

He came, and nigh the rocks of Scirou seised 940 

The chariot of Eurystheus : him in chains 

The illustrious Iolaus bound, and comes, 

Leading his glorious prize, the Argive chief 

Once great and prosperous ; but his present state 

To all proclaims aloud this solemn truth ; 945 

That the fair-seeming bliss of mortal man 

Deserves not admiration, ere we see 

His death : so suddenly his fortunes change. 

Cho. O Jove, thou god of triumphs, now mine 
eyes 
Behold this day of freedom void of fear. 950 

Alc. At length, O Jdve, hast thou beheld my ills, 
And for thy goodness grateful is my soul. 
Now, what before I thought not, well I know, 
That my brave son commerces with t\& %<A«. 
And now, my children, now you sYka\\\te it*** ^^ 
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From all your toils, from this Eurystheus free, 
On whom with infamy shall ruin burst. 
Your father's city now shall you behold, 
Resume your rich possessions, and present 
Your hallow'd victims to your country's gods, 960 
Chased from whose shrines in exile have ye pass'd, 
Outcasts from land to land, a wretched life. 
But what means this ? Why doth Eurystheus live ? 
What wise intent doth Iolaus hide ? 
Why spare him ? This to me appears unwise, 065 
Not to take vengeance on the captive foe. 
Mes. Respect to thee, that thou mayst see before 
thee 
This powerful tyrant now beneath thy hand 
Sunk in subjection. He reluctant comes, 
But in her iron chain Necessity ^ 970 

Drags him along, unwilling in thy sight 
Alive to come, and suffer vengeance there. 
But hail, age-honor'd dame : remember me ; 
What was thy word, when I began to tell 
These tidings ; make me free ; for, promise given, 975 
The great and noble naught becomes but truth, 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Bid the sprightly choir advance ; 

Welcome now the measured dance, 

If the shrill flute grace the feast ; 

Yenus too shall be a guest. 980 

Joy our glowing bosoms fires, 

When our suffering friends we see, 
Ev*n where pensive hope retires, 

Free from toils, from dangers free. 
Various births from fortune spring, 985 

Hera the great events to bung, 
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Since with Time she mix'd of yore, 
Offspring he of Saturn hoar. 

ANTI8TROPHE I. 

Yes, my country, boldly tread 

Paths which right to glory lead ; 990 

Still to guard this praise be thine, 

To revere the powers divine. 

He that, urged by impious pride, 

Dares to wander from this way, 
Drives with madness at his side, 995 

And destruction marks his prey. 
Awful warnings strike your eyes, 
Clear the signals of the skies, 
When, with ruin thus oppressed, 
Sinks the tyrant's haughty crest. 1000 

strophe u. 
Now, age-honor'd dame, we know, 
And with holy reverence bow. 
Favor'd in their bright abodes, 
Sits thy son among the gods. 
Now he soars above the fame, 1005 

That on (Eta's fatal height, 
Him consumed that dreadful flame, 
Him received the realms of night. 
In the golden seats above 

Bless'd is he with Hebe's love : 1010 

Two of Jove's immortal race, 
Hymen, hast thou deign M to grace. 

ANTI8TR0PHE II. 

With events events conspire : 
Guardian of their godlike sire, 
In the fight the Athenian maid 1015 

Rush'd to yield the hero aid. 
Guardian of the hero's race, 
Now her loved Athenian atate 
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Dares their hapless cause embrace, 

Shields them from impending fate, 1020 

And, his lawless power defied, 
Checks the oppressor's cruel pride. 
Me may no ambition fire, 
With insatiate, wild desire ! 

OFFICER, EURYSTHBUS, ALCMENA, CHORUS. 

Off. Lady, thou seest before thee what in charge 
I have to tell thee : hither am I come, 1026 

Leading Eurystheus, unexpected sight 
To thee, and unexpected fate to him. 
Not such his boast, to fall into thy hands, 
When from Mycenae's rampired walls he march'd 1030 
Closed round with shields, and breathing thoughts 

elate 
Beyond his fortune, to lay Athens waste. 
Far other doom the god assigned, and taught him 
In this reverse of fate far humbler thoughts. 
Hyllus and the illustrious Iolaus 1035 

To Jove have raised the glorious trophy high. 
To me they gave in charge to lead him to thee 
To glad thy soul ; for this is joy supreme, 
To see a vaunting foe in ruin sunk. 1039 

Alc. Thou most detested, art thou come ? At length 
Hath justice caught thee ? This way turn thy head, 
And dare to look the injured in the face. 
We now are lords o'er thee, not thou o'er us. 
And art thou he (for much I wish to know) 
That dared, thou close-designing coward, load 1045 
My sou with every insult, whilst alive, 
Wherever now he be ? For with what insults 
Didst thou not dare to load him ? To the realms 
Of Pluto didst thou send him while he lived ; 
And send him with thy mandate Xo tosVtw} \Q50 
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Hydras and lions : all the other ills 

Devised by thee in silence shall I pass, 

For they were long to tell : nor did it sate 

Thy malice to dare this ; but from all Greece 1054 

Me and his children hast thou chased, though seated 

Suppliant before the shrines ; nor my hoar hairs 

Respected, nor their youth : but thou hast found 

Men here, and a free state that fear'd thee not* 

Now with dishonor must thou die, and pay 

For all thy deeds ; yet for such numerous wrongs 

To die but once is scanty recompense. 1061 

Cho. This must not be : thou mayst not give him 
death. 

Alc. Our arms have made him captive then in vain. 
Hut say, what law forbids that he should dio ? 

Cho. The rulers of this land approve it not. 1065 

Alc. Seems it not just to them to slay a foe ? 

Cho. Not him, whom in the fight they take alive. 

Alc. To such a rule hath Hyllus given assent ? 

Cho. He ought, I ween, not to oppose this state. 

Alc. He ought not live, nor longer view the light. 

Cho. Ill was it judged at first, that then he died 
not. 1071 

Alc. Is it dishonor to take vengeance now ? 

Cho. Now there is no one that should give him 
death. 

Alc. I will ; and some one I may be esteem 'd. 

Clio. So doing, heavy blame wilt thou incur. 1075 

Alc. I love this state, it must not be denied ; 
Yet, since my foe is fallen into my hands, 
Not all the world shall save him. Call me bold, 
And daring far beyond what woman ought 
To dare, yet shall this deed be done by me. 1080 

Cho. Thy anger, lady, well I kuow,ftavc^%\\\^ 
Against this man, and not without y\s\. raoi&% 



140 EURIPIDES. 

Eur. Be thou assured I shall not sue to thee 
With flattering words, nor for my life make plea 
Of aught that argues base and abject fear. 1085 

This only ; not by choice did I engage 
In this contention, from the same high race 
With thee descended, aud by blood allied 
To Hercules thy son : howe'er my will 
Inclined, the imperial Juno, heaven's high queen, 
Inflamed me with this fever of the soul. 1091 

His hatred once incurr'd, when I was bent 
To achieve this contest, many were the toils 
I plann'd, and many an anxious night I pass'd, 
Devising various means how most to offend, 1095 

How to destroy my foes, that I might live 
Thenceforth from fear exempted ; for I knew 
Not of the vulgar was thy son, but proved 
A man indeed : this, though mine enemy, 
Be his just praise ; for noble were his deeds. 1100 

He now no more, behoved me not, by these 
Hated, and conscious that they harbor'd thoughts, 
Glowing with all their father's enmity, 
To leave naught unattempted, but to kill, 
To banish, to emprise, that, acting thus, 1105 

My life might be secure ? And wouldst not thou, 
Were thine my state, with vengeance at thy heels, 
Chase the stern lion's anger-chafed whelps ? 
Or wouldst thou tamely suffer them to dwell 
At Argos ? This were not to be believed. 1 1 10 

But since, when in the fight I rush'd on death, 
They slew me not, now by the laws of Greece 
Unhallow'd is the hand that sheds my blood. 
The Athenian state hath spared me, tempering war 

1087 Sthenelus, the father of Eurystheus, was the son of 
PeraeuB : Electryon, the father of Alcmenu, was the grandson 
of Perseus. 
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With mercy, and the god respecting more 1115 

Than vengeance for my hostile inroad. This 

In answer to thy words : hence I appeal 

To Jove, the avenger of the supplicant. 

To die is not my wish ; yet I can quit ' 

Without dismay the golden light of life. 1 120 

Cho. Let my words have some little weight, Ale- 
mena: 
Spare him, since this is pleasing to the state. 

Alc. What if he die, and we the state obey ? 

Clio. That would be best : but how may this be 
done ? 

Alc. That I shall show with ease : him will I slay, 
And give him dead to his intreating friends. 1126 

I envy not his body to the earth ; 
What is to vengeance due, his death shall pay. 

Eur. Kill me ; of thee no mercy I implore. 
But to this state, for that, with reverence touch'd, 
It spared my life, an ancient oracle 1 131 

Of Phoebus will I give, in after-times 
Of higher import than what now appears. 
My body you will bury, whore the fates 
Ordain, before Pallcnc's hallow'd shrine, 1135 

Seat of the virgin goddess : there to thee 
Benevolent, and to this state benign, 
Beneath your earth for ever will I lie ; 
But to their sons most hostile, when in arras, 
Basely forgetful of this benefit, 1 140 

Hither they lead their troops : such are the guests 
You have protected. These responses known, 
Haply you marvel I against you march'd, 
Of the god's voice regardless: I esteem'd 
Juno more potent far than the replies 1145 

1136 The Chorus. 1139 The Heraclidau 
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Of oracles, and never to betray me. 

But on my tomb be no libations pourM, 

No blood ; for unappeased my shade shall give them 

Mournful return : a double benefit 

From me shall you receive ; for in my death 1150 

Your welfare and their ruin will I work. 

Alc. Why, hearing this, if he is doom'd to work 
Welfare to you and your posterity, 
Why then delay to kill him ? For he points 
The way to safety : true, he is a foe, 1155 

But will, when dead, be friendly. Bear him hence, 
You that attend me : after you have slain him, 
You ought to cast him to the dogs : nor soothe 
Thy soul with this fond hope, that thou shalt live 
To drive me from my native land again. 1 160 

Cho. Me too this pleases : ye attendants, go. 
From this our country and our kings are clear. 

1158 This is not to be understood as a command, but as 
expressive of her indignation for his presuming to relate 
an orucle unfriendly to the posterity of Hercules.. 



IPHIGENIA IN AULIS. 



DRAMATIS PERSON M. 

Agamemnon. 

Menelaus. 

Achilles. 

Clytemnestra. 

Iphioenia. 

Attendant. 

Messenger. 

Cuoitus, foiualos of Chalets. 



IPHIGENIA IN AULIS* 



ARGUMENT. 

The Grecian fleet, assembled at the port of Aulis, is long 
detained by contrary winds ; and the Oracle, when con- 
salted, declares that a favorable voyage to Troy can only 
be obtained by the sacrifice of Iphigenia, the daughter 
of Agamemnon, on the altar of Diana. The unhappy pa- 
rent is, at length, prevailed on to send for the princess, 
undor pretence of bostowing her in mnrriago on Achilles ; 
but paternal tenderness soon overpowers all other consi- 
derations : he secretly forms measures to prevent her com- 
ing ; is detected, and disappointed. Iphigenia now arrives, 
attended by her mother, and is soon informed of her im- 
pending fate, against which she at first remonstrates with 
her father ; but, finding that the safety of Greece depends 
on her acquiescence, she voluntarily consents to the expia- 
tion demanded : but, at the moment of sacrifice, the maiden 
is secretly conveyed away by the goddess Diana, and a hind 
substituted in her stead.— -[The scene is at Aulis, before 
the house of A gamemnon.] 



AGAMEMNON, ATTENDANT. 

Aoa. Thou old and faithful servant, from the house 
Come forth. 

Att. I come. What recent care disturbs 

The royal Agamemnon ? 

Aga. Thou shalt know. 

Att. I haste: for not to sleep inclines my age, 
eurip. vol. u, ^ 
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Nor in these eyes is dull. 

Aga. What star is that 5 

There sailing ? 

Att. Sirius, in his middle height 

Near the seven Pleiads riding. 

Aga. Not the sound 

Of birds is heard, nor of the sea ; the winds 
Are hush'd in silence on the Euripus. 

Att. Why doth the royal Agamemnon then 10 

Rush from his tent? Through Aulis quiet reigns. 
And motionless the watch their station hold. 
Let us go in. 

Aga. I envy thee, old man ; 

I envy all who pass their lives secure 
From danger, to the world, to fame unknown : 15 

But those to greatness raised I envy not. 

Att. The dignity of life in greatness lies. 

Aga. Yet is that dignity unsafe : the chase 
Of glory is delightful ; but when won, 
It brings disquiet : one while from the gods, 20 

Their worship ill directed, ruin comes ; 
One while the various and discordant views 
Of men distract the mind, and wound its peace. 

Att. This I approve not in a potent chief. 
Not to all good, without a taste of ill, 25 

Did Atreus give thee birth : it must be thine 
To joy, it likewise must be thine to grieve, 
For thou art mortal born ; and though perchance 
To thee not pleasing, thus the gods decree. 
The blazing lamp didst thou display, and write 30 
That letter, which thou boldest in thy hand 
Ev'n now ; the writing didst thou blot ; then seal ; 
And open it again ; then on the floor 
Cast it in grief, the warm tear from thine eye 
Fast Bowing, in tby thoughts distracted near, 35 
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As it should seem, to madness. What new care, 

My royal lord, say, what new care disturbs thee : 

Tell me, impart it to me ; to a man 

Honest and faithful wilt thou speak, a man 

By Tyndarus of old sent to thy wife, 40 

A nuptial present, to attend the bride, 

One of tried faith, and to his office just. 

Ag a. To Leda were three beauteous daughters born ; 
Phoebe, and Clytemnestra now my wife, 
-A^nd Helena : to her the youths of Greece, 45 

Those of the noblest rank, as wooers came. 
Each menaced high, on deeds of blood resolved, 
Should he not win the virgin : this was cause 
To Tyndarus her father of much doubt, 
To give, or not to give her, and how best 60 

To make good fortune his : at length this thought 
Occurr'd, that each to each the wooers give 
Their oath, and plight their hands, and on the flames 
Pour the libations, and with solemn vows 



46 Apollodorus nnd Natalis Conies have given us the names 
of these wooers : they were Ulysses, Diomed, Antilochus, 
Agupenor, Sthenelus, Am phi loch us the son of Cteatus, Thal- 
pius, Meges, Amphilochus the son of Araphiaraus, Mne- 
stheus, Schedius, Polixenus, Peneleus, Ajax the son of Oi- 
leus, Ascnlaphus, Tiilmenus, Elephenor, Eumelus, Polypoctes, 
Leonteus, Podalirius, Machaon, Philoctetes, Eurypylus, Pro- 
tesilaus, Menelaus, Ajax and Teacer sons of Telamon, and 
Patroclus. 

51 Apollodorus assigns this provident counsel to Ulysses, 
for which Tyndarus assisted him in obtaining the nuptials of 
Penelope. 

53 1'he poet has no longer left us to wonder what cause 
could unite all the princes of Greece in a dangerous and de- 
structive war to recover a perfidious woman : by this oath 
they were bound to assist the injured husband, and among the 
ancients the religion of an oath was inviolable : with great 
judgment and propriety is the confederacy formed against any 
invading power, Greek or barbaric, which obliged them. \a 
carry the war into Asia. 
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Bind their firm faith, that him, who should obtain 66 

The virgin for his bride,' they all would aid ; 

If any dared to seize and bear her off, 

And drive by force ber husband from her bed, 

All would unite in arms, and lay his town, 

Greek or barbaric, level with the ground. 00 

Their faith thus pledged, the aged Tyndarus 

Beneath them well with cautious prudence wrought ; 

He gave his daughter of ber wooers one 

To choose, towards whom the gentle gales of love 

Should waft her ; and she chose (O, had he ne'er 65 

Obtained that envied favor !) Menelaus. 

To Lacedemon now the Phrygian came, 

The judge between the beauties of the sky, 

So fame reports him : gorgeous was his dress, 

Glittering with gold and vermeil-tinctured dies, 70 

Barbaric elegance : he loved, was loved, 

And bore the beauteous Helena away 

To Ida's pastoral groves ; for Menelaus 

Was absent then : deserted thus through Greece 

He raved, the oaths attesting given of old 75 

To Tyndarus, conjuring all to avenge 

His wrongs. On this, the Grecians rush to war, 

And, taking arms, come hither to the straits 

Of Aulis, furnish'd well with ships, with spears, 

And numerous chariots : me they chose their chief, 80 

Doing a grace to Menelaus, for that 

I am his brother. O, that this high honor 

Some other had received, not I ! The troops 

Collected and embodied, here we sit 

Unactive, and from Aulis wish to sail 85 

In vain. The prophet Calchas, 'midst the gloom 

That darken'd on our minds, at length pronounced, 

That Iphigenia, my virgin daughter, 

J to Diana, goddess of this land, 
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Must sacrifice : this victim given, the winds 00 

Shall swell our sails, and Troy beneath our arms 
Be humbled in the dust ; but if denied, 
These things are not to be. This when I heard, 
I said, that by the herald's voice the troops 
Should be discharged, for never won Id. I bear 05 

To slay my daughter ; till my brother came, 
And, urging many a plea, persuaded roe 
To bear these dreadful things. I wrote, I seal'd 
A letter to my wife, that she should send 
Her daughter, to Achilles as a bride 100 

'Affianced : of his worth I spoke in terms 
Of amplest honor ; said he would not sail 
With Greece, unless from us his nuptial bed 
Was deck'd in Phthia : with my wife this found 
Easy belief, the false tale that announced 105 

Her daughter's destined marriage. Of the Greeks, 
None but Ulysses, Calchas, and my brother 
To this are conscious. What I then resolved 
Imprudently, I prudently retract, 
Committed to this letter, which thou saw'st me 110 
This night, old man, unfold and fold again. 
Take then this letter ; haste, to Argos go. 
That there is written, in its secret folds 
Inclosed, I will explain to thee ; for thou 
Art faithful to my wife, and to my house. 115 

Att. Read it, explain its purport, that my words 
May aptly with thy writing correspond. 

Aoa. • Whate'er my former letter gave in charge, 

[rndt 

Daughter of Leda, this I write to thee ; 

That to Euboea's winding way thou send not 120 

Thy daughter, nor to Aulis rising high 

Above the waves ; for to some other time 

The nuptials of the virgin we defei ' 
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Att. Will not Achilles, frustrate of his bride, 
Be fired with rage 'gainst thee and 'gainst thy wife ? 1525 
This might be dangerous : is not such thy thought ? 

Aga. His name indeed we used, but nothing more : 
Achilles knows not of the nuptials, knows 
Of our transactions naught, nor that I named 
My daughter his, as to his bed betrothed. 130 

Att. This, royal Agamemnon, is a deed 
Of perilous daring. So tby daughter, named 
A bride to him who from a goddess draws 
His birth, thou ledd'st a victim for the Grecians. 

Aga. Distraction 's in the thought: unhappy me, 
My misery sinks me ! But, away ; to age 136 

Remitting nothing, use thy utmost speed. 

Att. I hasten, king. 

Aga. Now sit not on the bank 

Of shaded fountain, nor indulge to sleep. 

Att. Think better of me. 

Aoa. Take good heed, where'er 140 

The ways divide, observing (hat the car, 
Whose wheels swift-rolling bear my daughter hither 
Where rides the fleet of Greece, escape thee not. 

Att. I shall observe. 

Aoa. Now haste thee from the tent. 

If on thy way thou meet her, backward turn 145 

Her reins, and send her to Mycenae's walls 
Raised by the Cyclops. 

Att. How, if I shall say 

This to thy wife and daughter, shall I gain 
Belief? . 

Aga. This seal, whose impress on that letter 
Thou bear'st, take with thee. Go ; that silver light 
Shows the approach of morn, the harbinger 151 

Of the sun's fiery steeds. Be in my toils 
Assistant to me ; for of mortals ivcme 
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Knows a pure course of unmix'd happiness : 

None yet was born without a share of grief. 155 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Thus have I reach 'd the sandy shore 
Where Aulis rises from the dashing wave, 

Nor fear'd its foam to brave, 
The narrow Euripus adventuring o'er ; 
My native Chalcis left, that feeds the pride 1(30 

Of the swift current hastening to the main, 
Illustrious Arethusa's silver tide. 
The Grecian camp, the Grecian fleet, the train 
Of demigods I wish to see, 
Who with a thousand ships, that wait to bear 105 

'Gainst Troy the vengeful war, 
(For thus our husbands say the states decree,) 
By the imperial Agamemnon led, 

In arms for bright-hair'd Menelaus arise, 
And Helen, ravish'd from his nuptial bed; 170 * 

Her from Eurotas' sedgy bank his prize 
The shepherd Paris bore away ; 
The gift of Venus, on that day, 
When, nigh the dewy fountain as she stood 

156 The Euripus, which divides Bceotia from Euboca, is 
very narrow in the part between Aulis and Chalcis: from this 
town the females, who form the Chorus, come to see the camp 
and navy of the Grecians, of which in this ode they give nn 
account. A regular and circumstantial enumeration of the 
ships and forces would have had a very ill effect in the dra- 
ma ; but the poet has with great art placed this prodigious ar- 
mament in a manner before our eyes, and, by giving us a view 
of the confederate powers of Greece, impressed our minds 
with a sense of the importance of the sacrifice of Iphigenia. 

162 There are four rivers of this name ; one at Syracuse, one 
at Smyrna, one at Ithaca, and this at Chalcis. 

171 Eurotas ia the celebrated rivet ot$pw\a% 
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Contending with the rival forms of heaven,, 175 

To her the palm of beauty given, 
In all her radiant charms the goddess glow'd. 

ANT1STROPHE I. 

Diana's hallowM grove I seek, 
Where to the goddess frequent victims bleed, 

And through it pass with speed, 180 

The warm blush kindling on my youthful cheek, 
Ardent my wish to view the guard of shields, 
The armed tents of Greece extended wide, 

Their horse in warlike muster o'er the fields, 
And all the glorious qpene of martial pride. 185 

There either Ajax struck my sight, 
One from Oileus draws his birth, and one - 

From greater Telamon ; 
Salamis glories in her hero's might. 
These sitting with Protesilaus I saw 100 

Delighted with the various-figured die : 
But Palamedes, proud his birth to draw 
From Neptune, with Ty elides whirl'd on high 
The massy discus : Merion there 
Rejoiced the manly sport to share ; 105 

Wondrous the hero's form and martial grace : 
Ulysses there, whose island's craggy brow 

Frowns o'er the darken'd waves below ; 
And Nireus, fairest of the Grecian race. 

EPODE I. 

Swift as the winged wind, 200 

200 The poet has here given us a picture of ancient man* 
ners in the sports of the Grecian princes during their stay at 
Aulis. Protesilaus and a party with him are entertaining 
themselves at the game of chess, while the more active Dio- 
med and others are engaged in the manly exercise of the dis- 
cus. The swift Achilles, who commands our attention for his 
birth and education, is finely characterised as in his arms and 
on foot contending in the course with the horses of Eumelus : 
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Achilles, whom the goddess Thetis bore, 
And gave to Chiron in his rigid lore 
To train his infant mind, 
I saw : in all his arms array'd, 

The cumbrous equipage of war, 205 

His speed he o'er the strand displayed, 
Contending with the harness'd car : 
High o'er the beam I saw Eumelus rise, 

I heard his animating cries. 
And mark'd each courser beauteous to behold, 210 
Their glittering bits emboss'd with gold : 
Those in the midst, the yoke that bear, 
Dappled with silvery marks their hair ; 
And each on either side 
That wind, obedient to tho guiding rein, 215 

With equal swiftness o'er the plain, 
Bright as the flaming gold, with pride 
On snow-white fetlocks bound : 
With rival speed I saw Pelides fly, 

In arms, the whirling chariot nigh, 220 

Light o'er the pebbled ground. 

8TR0PHK u. 

Hence to the numerous fleet I fly, 
A vast and glorious sight, 

even his diversions are heroic, and such as no hero, bat 
Achilles, could engage in. With Eumelus the reader is al- 
ready acquainted as the son of Admetus and Alcestis: his 
coursers are thus described by Homer, ii. 926. 
Eumelus' mares were foremost in the chase, 
As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race ; 
Bred where Pieria's fruitful fountains flow, 
And train'd by him who bears the silver bow. 
Fierce in the fight, their nostrils breathed a flame, 
Their height, their color, and their age the same ; 
O'er fields of death they whirl the rapid car, 
And break the ranks, and thunder through the war. 
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To gratify my curious eye, 

A woman's dear delight. 225 

On the right wing from Phthia's strand 
The Myrmidons, a valiant band, 

In fifty gallant vessels ride ; 
And by the Nereids we behold, 
Bright on the prows, in sculptured gold, 230 

Achilles' arms are signified. 

ANT1STR0PHE II. 

The Argive ships, of equal oars, 

Next these their station hold ; 
The son of Talaus leads their powers, 

And Sthenclus the bold. 235 

In order next the Athenian train 
In sixty vessels plough the main ; 

Their host the son of Theseus leads : 
Adorning the Munychian prows, 
In arms a sculptured Pallas glows, 240 

Inspiring high heroic deeds. 

***** 

[The second Epode is lost.] 

STROPHE III. 

Bocotia's host I there survey'd ; 

In fifty ships the warriors came : 
An imaged form each ship display'd, 
Proud argument of Theban fame ; 245 

High on each sculptured prow their Cadmus stands, 
A golden dragon holding in his hands ; 

And Leitus, who boasts his birth 
From those that sprung embattled from the earth. 

Commands their naval war. 250 

Those, who their race from Phocis draw. 
Ranged on the foaming flood I saw : 
Oilean Ajax there, 
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Equal his numbers, leads the Locrian train. 

Leaving illustrious Thronioii's plain. 255 

ANTISTKOPHR III. 

From high Mycenae's rampired towers, 

Towers by the laboring Cyclops wrought. 
The son of Atreus leads his powers : 
A hundred ships the monarch brought ; 
And, faithful at his side, as friend with friend, 260 
These eyes beheld the injured chief attend ; 
That for the fair, her house who fled, 
Lightly preferring a barbaric bed, 
Greece with a generous rage 
Might rise, and vindicate his cause. 265 

His troops from Pylos Nestor draws, 
Reverend the warrior's age : 
On his tall vessels sculptured Alpheus stands, 
A bull, and seems to spurn the sands. 

epode in. 
From Mnia.'s stormy coast 270 

By Guneus led, twelve vessels plough the tide; 
The chiefs of Elis anchor by their side ; 
These through the extended host 
Are call'd the brave Epean train, 

And Eurytus their force commands. 275 

Dash'd by their oars, the foaming main 
Whitens beneath the Taphian bands ; 
Meges their leader, from that dangerous shore, 
Where rough Echinas's vex'd rocks roar. 
The Salaminian Ajax to the right 280 

Stretches, the left wing to unite ; 

280 This supposes that the fleet was ranged in a circular 
line: when Ajax therefore, who was stationed on the left, 
stretched his squadron towards the right, he so far advanced 
to meet the ships of Achilles, which formed tiie i\^a\. Vva% % 
and to unite the two extremities. 
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The last in station, o'er the deep 
His fleetest vessels circling sweep. 

In all their gallant pride, 
I heard, I saw them stretch : to meet their war 286 
Should the barbaric slight barks dare, 
Shattered and sunk beneath the tide, 

They will return no more. 
I heard, I saw ; and all the warlike train 
Faithful my memory shall retain, 290 

When reach'd my native shore. 

ATTENDANT, MENELAUS, CHORUS. 

Att. This, Menelaus, is wrong ; thou shouldst not 

do it. 
Men. Go to ; thou wouldst be faithful to thy lords! 
Att. That is an honor to me, no reproach. 
Men. Wouldst thou do what thou shouldst not, thou 

shalt rue it. 5296 

Att. Thou shouldst not ope the letter, which I 

bear. 
Men. Thou shouldst not bear what to all Greece is 

hurtful. 
Att. With others dispute that ; leave this to me. 
Men. I will not let it go. 
Att. Nor will I yield it. 

Men. Soon shall thy head this sceptre stain with 

blood. a(K 

Att. Nay, it were glorious for my lords to die. 
Men. Let go : a slave presuming to dispute ! 
Att. My royal master, we are wrong'd : by force 
Thy letter hath he wrested from my hands, 
To what behoves him paying no regard. 9 

AGAMEMNON, MENELAUS, ATTENDANT, CHORUS* 

Aqa. Why this indecent \.um\x\\. *\ roy doors? 
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Att. My words have greater right than his to in- 
form thee. 
Aoa. Why, Menelaus, this strife with him, this 

force ? 
Men. Look, if thou darest, at me; then will I 
speak. 909 

Aoa. Fear I, from Atrens horn, to raise mine eye? 
Men. Dost thon see this, with basest orders charged? 
Aga. I see it: from thy hand first give it hack. 
Men. Not till I've shown all Greece what's written 

here. 
Aga. Know'st thon, this open'd, what thon shonldst 

not know? 
Men. To wring thy heart, opening thy secret base- 
ness. 315 
Aga. Where didst thou take it ? Gods, hast thou no 

shame ? 
Men. Watching from Argos if thy daughter comes. 
Aga. On my affairs a spy ! How shameless this ! 
Men. Urged by my will : for I am not thy slave. 
Aga. Have I not leave in mine own house to rule? 
Men. How wayward is thy mind, thy present 
thoughts 321 

At variance with the past, and soon to change ! 
Aga. Finely thy words are tuned ; but know thou 
this, 
The wily tongue is a detested ill. 

Men. The wavering mind. is a base property, 325 
And darkens to our friends : I will convince thee : 
But if through pride thou turn thee from the truth, 
Small share of praise shalt thou receive from me. 
Thou knowest, when thy aim was to command 
The troops of Greece at Troy, thy semblance form'd 
As if affecting nothing, but thy wish 331 

Most ardent : what humility was thine \ 
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Pressing the hand of each, thy door to all 

Was open, to the meanest, and thy speech 

To all addressed in order, ev'n to those 335 

Who will'd no converse with thee ; seeking thus 

By courteous manners thy ambitious wish 

To purchase. The supreme command obtain'd, 

Soon were thy manners changed, and to thy friends 

Not friendly as before : nor was access 340 

Easy, oft too denied. Ill it becomes 

An honest man, when raised to power, to change 

His manners, but then most to be approved 

Firm to his friends, when through his advanced state 

He most can serve them : this I urge against thee 345 

As my first charge, where first I found thee base. 

But when thou earnest to Aulis, with the troops 

Of Greece in arms, to nothing didst thou sink, 

Astonish'd at thy fortune, by the gods 

Denied a gale to swell thy sails. The Greeks 350 

Required thee to dismiss the ships, nor toil 

In vain at Aulis : how dejected then 

Thy visage, thy confusion then how great, 

Not to command the thousand ships, and fill 

The fields of Priam with embattled hosts ! 355 

Me then didst thou address, * What shall I do, 

Or what expedient find, of this command, 

Of this high honor not to be deprived V 

When Chalcas, at the hallow'd rites, declared 

That to Diana thou must sacrifice 300 

Thy daughter, and the Grecians then should sail ; 

With joy thy thoughts were heightened ; willingly 

The virgin as a victim didst thou promise, 

And freely, not by force, (urge not that plea) 

Dost thou despatch a message to thy wife 365 

To send thy daughter hither ; the pretence, 

Her nuptials with Achilles. But thy mind 
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Was soon averse, and secretly devised 

Letters of different import ; now, in sooth, 

Thou wilt not be the murderer of thy daughter. 370 

This air is witness, which hath heard these things 

Of thee. To thousands this hath chanced in tasks 

Of arduous nature ; freely they engage, 

Then from the high attempt retreat with shame, 

The ill judgment of their countrymen in part, 375 

Justice in part the cause, for in the proof 

They feel their want of power to guard the state. 

But most I mourn the unhappy fate of Greece, 

Who, prompt her noble vengeance to inflict 

On the barbarians, worthless as they are, 380 

Shall let them now go scoffing off, through thee, 

And through thy daughter. Never for his wealth 

Would I appoint a ruler o'er the state, 

Or chief in arms : wisdom should mark the man 

Who in his country bears the sovereign sway : 386 

Every man sage in counsel is a leader. 

Cho. How dreadful, when 'twhet brothers words 
arise, 
And fierce disputings kindle into strife ! 

Aoa. For this I will rebuke thee ; but in brief, 
Not raising high the eye of insolence, 390 

But with more temperance, because thou art 
My brother ; for a good man loves to act 
With modesty. But tell me, why with rage 
Dost thou thus swell? why rolls thy blood-streak'd 

eye? 
Who injures thee ? of what art thou in want ? 395 

A rich connubial bed, is that thy wish ? 
This to procure thee is not in my power. 
Thou didst possess one, but ill governed it. 
Shall I, who with no fault have e'er been charged, 
Suffer for thy ill couduct ? Is thy heart 4Sb 
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Rack'd at my honors ? Bat a beauteous wife 
In thy fond arms it is thy wish to hold, 
Transgressing decency and reason : base 
Of a bad man the pleasures. But if I, 
Before ill judging, have with sober thought 405 

My purpose changed, must I be therefore deem'd 
Reft of my sense 1 Thou rather, who hast lost 
-A wife that brings thee shame, yet dost with warmth 
' Wish to regain her, would the favoring god 
Grant thee that fortune. Of the nuptials eager, 410 
The suitors pledged to Tyndarus their oath, 
Unwise : the hope, I ween, of the fair bride 
Effected this, more than thy grace or power. 
Take these, and march to war ; soon wilt thou find 
What oaths avail ill plighted, with slight thought, 415 
. And by compulsion. But I will not slay 
My children : and thy wishes o'erleap justice. 
The punishment of thy flagitious wife. 
My nights, my days would pass away in tears, 
Should I with outrage and injustice wrong 420 

Those who from me derived their birth. These thiugs 
Have I replied to thee in brief, with ease 
And plainness : but if thou wilt not be wise, 
What concerns me I rightly will appoint. 

Cuo. These words are different from his former 
speech, 425 

And well the father's melting pity show. 

Men. Ah me unhappy! I have then no friends. 

Aga, Yes, if thou wish not to destroy thy friends. 

Men. How wilt thou show one father gaye us 
birth ? 

Aga. I would be wise, but not be mad with thee. 

Men. Friends with their friends in common ought 
to grieve. 431 

Aga. Be thy deeds friendly then, not painful to me. 
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Men. And with all Greece shouldst thou not bear 

this pain ? 
Aga. All Greece, and thee, hath heaven-Bent frenzy 

seized. 
Men. Thou gloriest in thy sceptre, and betray 'st 
Thy brother. But to other means I turn, 436 

And other friends. 

• AGAMEMNON, MENELAUS, MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Mes. I come, imperial lord 

Of Greece, thy daughter leading, in thine house 
Named Iphigenia by thee ; and thy wife 
Attends her, Clytemnestra, with thy son 440 

Orestes, sight delightful to thine eyes 
After this tedious absence from thy home. 
But wearied with this length of way, beside 
A beauteous-flowing fountain they repose, 
Themselves refreshing, and their steeds, unyoked 445 
To taste the fresh grass of the verdant mead. 
I run to bring thee notice, that prepared 
Thou mayst receive them : this the troops have heard ; 
For through the camp swift the report was spread 
That Iphigenia is arrived, and nil 450 

Haste to the sight, desirous to behold 
Thy daughter ; for to every eye the great 
Appear illustrious* with high splendor graced. 
' Is this her bridal day,' some ask, ' or what 
Intended? Or through fond desire to see 455 

His daughter, did the imperial Agamemnon 
Send for the virgin V Others might'st thou hear, 
c The princess to Diana, queen of Aulis, 
Will they present? Who shall receive her hand V 
But haste, begin the rites, and crown thy head. 460 
And thou too, royal Menelaus, prepare 
The hymeneals; let the joyful \iouae 

EVRIP. vol, u. *• 
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Re-echo to the pipe and festive dance : 
For happy to the virgin comes this day. 
Aga. "Tis well : thou hast my thanks ; but go thou 
in ; 405 

All things, if Fortune favors, shall be well.— 
Ah me, unhappy me ! what shall I say, 
And whence begin 1 In what a chain of fate 
Am I enfolded ? Fortune, wiqer far 
Than all my vain designs, hath closely wrought 470 
Beneath me. What advantages attend 
Ignoble birth ! They are allow'd to weep, 
And utter sad complaints ; but to the noble 
This is denied : led by the pride of rank, 
Which rules us, to the people we are slaves. 475 

I am indeed ashamed to drop the tear, 
And not to drop the tear I am ashamed, 
Fallen as I am on these great miseries. 
Well, let it be : but how shall I address 
My wife, or how receive her 1 with what eye 480 

Look on her ? For, to all my former ills, 
Coming unbidden, she hath added weight 
Of new distress : yet decency required 
Her presence with her daughter, to attend 
Her nuptials, and present the dearest gifts : 485 

There will she find me false. But thee, O thee, 
Unhappy bride, (bride call I thee ? how soon 
To Pluto to be wedded !) how I pity ! 
Methinks I hear her suppliant voice thus speak, 
* My father, wilt thou kill me ? Mayst thou make 
Thyself such nuptials, and whoe'er to thee 491. 

Is dear/ Orestes, standing near, shall cry 
In accents inarticulate, his speech, 
As yet unform'd, articulate to me. 
Unhappy me ! what ruin hath the son 405 

Of Priam brought on me ! This Paris caused, 
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When he espoused the faithless Helena. 

Cho. I, as a woman and a stranger ought, 
Am moved with pity at a monarch's woes. 

Men. Give me thy hand, my brother ; let me clasp 
it. 500 

Aga. I give it: thou art conqueror, I a wretch. 

Men. By Pelops, call'd the father of thy father. 
And mine ; by Atreus, whence we draw our birth, 
I swear, that what I now shall say to thee, 
Comes from my heart, naught feign'd, but what I 
think. 605 

When from thine eye I saw thee drop the tear, 
I pitied thee, and, sympathising, dropp'd 
Myself a tear : its former reasonings now 
My soul foregoes, no more unkind to thee, 
But, as thou feelest, feels : nay, I exhort thee 610 
Neither to slay thy daughter, nor to rank 
What concerns me most high : it is not just 
That grief should rend thy heart, whilst my affairs 
Go pleasantly ; that any of thy house 
Should die, whilst mine behold the light : for what " 
Can be my purpose ? Might I not contract 516 

Other illustrious jiuptials, if my wish 
Were other nuptials f But at such a price, 
(My brother's ruin, which behoves me least,) 
Should I recover Helena, an ill 52Q 

Dear with a blessing purchased ? Folly ruled 
Before, and youth : but, on a nearer view, 
I see what His to yield a child to death. 
Besides, the unhappy virgin, near allied 
By ties of consanguinity, excites 525 

My pity, destined, for a nuptial bed, 
To fall a victim : what hath she to do, 
The virgin daughter, with my Helena ? 
Discharged from Aulis let the troopa tog«x\\ 
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And thou, my brother, cease to dew thine eyes 690 
With tears, which cause the drops to start in mine. 
Touching thy daughter, hast thou oracles 
Which respect me ; no more be that respect : 
My part I cede to thee ; my thoughts are changed 
From cruel, and I feel what I should feel : 635 

Nature returns, and all a brother's lore 
Warm in my heart revives : of no bad man 
The manners these, to follow still the best. 

Cho. Generous thy words, and worthy Tantalus 
The son of Jove : thou dost not shame thy birth. 640 

Aoa. . Now I applaud thee ; for beyond my thought 
Rightly thy words conclude, and worthy thee. 

Men. For love and for ambition variance oft 
Rises 'twixt brothers : but my soul abhors 
This mutual harshness of unnatural strife. 645 

Aga. Dut dire necessity compels me now 
My daughter's bloody slaughter to complete. 

Men. Who shall compel thee to destroy thy child? 

Aga. The whole assembled host of Greece in arms. 

Men. Not if to Argos her thou send again. 65Q 

Aga, That might be secret: this must be reveal'd. 

Men. What? Of the people have not too great 
dread. 

Aga. The oraole will Calchas sound to all. 

Men. Not if ere he die ; an easy thing. 664 

Aga. Vain-glorious is the whole prophetic breed. 

Men. And of no use when present, of no good. 

Aga. But seest thou not what enters now my 
thought? 

Men. Can I conjecture what thou dost not speak? 

Aga. He of the race of Sisyphus knows all. 560 

Men, Nor thee, nor me, will e'er Ulysses harm. 

543 This alludes to the quarrel between Atreus and Thy. 

fistea, 
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Aga. Artful, the people, as he wills, he leads. 

Men. With vanity, a mighty ill, possessed. 

Aga. Think then thou seest him stand amidst the 
troops, 
Declaring to them all the oracle 
Announced by palchas ; how this sacrifice 665 

I promised to Diana, then refused. 
Soon will he lead the Grecians, and excite them, 
Me in their fury having slain, and thee, 
To sacrifice the virgin. Should I fly 
To Argos, marching thither, they will rase 670 

Her rampires by the Cylops raised, and spread 
Destruction o'er the land* Unhappy me ! 
Such ills are. mine, tojUiUsevere distress 
BrottghTj>y_the gods! Yet one thing make thy 

care ; 
Take heed, as through the host thy steps return, 675 
These tidings reach not Clyteranestra's ear. 
Till I the virgin to the infernal king 
Shall have presented, that I may abide 
With as few tears as may be my hard fate. 
Silence, ye female strangers, be your part. 580 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

How bless'd their golden days, who prove 

The gentle joys of temperate love, 
When modest Venus on the couch attends, 

Pleased with tranquillity to dwell ! 

But high the maddening passions swell, 666 

When both his bows the bright-hair'd tyrant bends : 

One, by the Graces strung,- imparts 

Pure joys that brighten in our hearts ; 

And one, life's wild tumultuous war. 
Far, beauteous queen, from us may Witata tat\ *&fe 
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Mine be Love's pure and temperate grace ; 
The holy flame of chaste desire, 
Mild Venus, in my breast inspire ; 
There never have ungovern'd passion place ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Nature in man we differing find, 605 

And different manners mark his mind : 

When good, they give each excellence to spring ; 
And education's sage control 
To every virtue forms the soul : 

Meek modesty then Wisdom loves to bring ; 600 

She loves to bring each various grace, 
Which shows where duty hath its place, 
Whence glory beams divinely bright, 

And pours on life unfailing streams of light. 

Virtues in woman fairest shine, 005 

That silent guard Love's holy flame : 
Man's various worth ascends to fame 

Most, when to exalt the state his great design. 

EPODE. 

Thence, Paris, didst thou come, 

Where, on Ida's pastured brow, 610 

Train'd the snowy herds among, 

Thine was the barbaric song, 

Thine to bid the sweet notes flow ; 

Whilst thy Phrygian pipe breathes measures, 

Caught from those harmonious treasures 615 

Which. Olympus taught his reed. 

Unmilk'd herds around thee feed, 
Whilst the contending beauties of the skies 
From thee expect the prize. 

Hence earnest thou to the Grecian shore, 620 

The ivory -cinctured house before : 

Thy eyes the flames of love inspire, 
And Helen, as she gazed, recevre&\\ifefo«\ 
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Her charms too rush'd upon thy soul, 
And madness reign'd without control. '625 

Hence Discord, Discord, calls to war : 
With many a ship, with many a spear 
Greece rushes on, impetuous to destroy 
The rampired walls of Troy. 

How splendid are the fortunes of the great ! 630 

See, Iphigenia, daughter of the king, 

And Clytemnestra, sprung from Tyndarus, 

My queen ! From noble ancestors they draw 

Their birth, and are to fortune's highest state 

Exalted : to the inferior ranks of life 635 

The powerful and the wealthy are as gods. 

Daughters of Chalcis, near them let us stand, 

And courteous in our hands receive the queen, 

As from her car she to the ground descends, 

With duteous zeal, that she may tread secure ; 640 

And that the illustrious daughter of the king, 

On her arrival, nothing may disturb: 

For, strangers as we are, let us not cause 

These Argive strangers trouble or affright. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, IPHIGENIA, ATTENDANTS, CHORUS. 

Cly. This as a prosperous omen I accept, 645 

Thy courtesy and gentleness of speech ; 
And hence conceive I hope that I am come 
To happy nuptials leading her a bride. 
But from the chariot take the dowral gifts 
Brought with me for the virgin ; to the house ' 650 
Bear them with faithful care. My daughter, quit 
The harness'd chariot, and thy delicate foot 
Place on the ground. Ye females, in your arms 
Receive her : she is weak ; and from tto rat 
Conduct her down : stretch one of ^ow ^<w« VwA, ^fc&- 
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Supporting me, that I may leave this teat 

In seemly manner* Some before the yoke 

Stand nigh the horses, for their eye is quick, 

Soon startled, and unruly : now receive 

This child, Orestes, Agamemnon's son, 660 

For he is yet an infant. Dost thou sleep, 

My son ? The rolling chariot hath subdued thee : 

Wake to thy sister's marriage happily ; 

The alliance of a noble youth, thyself 

Noble, shalt thou receive, the godlike son 665 

Of Thetis. Come, my daughter, near me stand, 

Stand near thy mother, Iphigenia ; show 

These strangers how supremely I am bless'd 

In thee ; and here address thee to thy father. 

Iph. Would it offend my mother, should I run, 670 
And throw myself into my father's arms ? 

AGAMEMNON, CLYTEMNESTRA, IPHIGENIA, CHORUS. 

Cly. Imperial chief of Greece, my honored lord, 
To thy commands obedient we are come* 

Iph. My father, to thy arms I wish to run, 
Clasp'd to thy bosom : dear to me thy sight 675 

After such absence : be not angry with me. 

Aoa, Enjoy thy wish : of all my children, thou 
Hast of thy father always been most fond. 

Iph. Absent so long, with joy I look on thee. 

Aga. And I on thee : so this is mutual joy* 680 

Iph. Well hast thou done to bring me to thy pre- 
sence. 

Aga. If well, or not well done, I cannot say. 

Iph. A gloom hangs on thee 'midst thy joy to see me. 

Aga. A king and chief hath many anxious cares. 

Iph. But let me have thee now : think not of cares. 

Aoa. Thou hast me all; each thought is bent on 
thee. <»fc 
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Iph. Smooth then thy brow, and look with fond- 
ness on me. 

Aoa. To see thee gives me joy, such joy as mine* . 

Iph. Yet from thy melting eye thou pour'st the tear. 

Aoa. Long, very long the absence to ensue. 600 

Iph. I know not, dearest father, what this means. 

Aoa. Thy prudent speech makes me more pity thee. 

Iph. Might it divert thee, idly will I talk. 

Aoa* Can I be silent ? O, thou hast my thanks. 

Iph. At home, my father, with thy children stay. 

Aoa. I wish it ; but, that wish denied, I grieve. 096 

Iph. A mischief on the war, and Sparta's wrongs ! 

Aga. Others will feel the mischief: I have felt it. 

Iph. How long thy absence in the bay of Aulis 1 

Aga. Something detains me yet, detains the host. 

Iph. Where, father, do they say the Phrygians 
dwell ? 701 

Aoa. Where, O, that Priam's Paris ne'er had lived 1 

Iph. And when thou leavest me is the voyage long? 

Aga. To the same place thou with thy father goest. 

Iph. O that with honor I might sail with thee ! 706 

Aoa. Thou shalt, where thou thy father shalt re- 
member. 

Iph. Go I alone, or sails my mother with me ? 

Aoa. Alone : nor father there, nor mother goes. 

Iph. Dost thou then place me in some other house ? 

Aoa. Ask not ; for virgins should not know these 
things. 710 

Iph. Haste to me then from Troy, victorious there. 

Aoa. Here first I must present a sacrifice. * 

Iph. Those rites thou with the priests must well 
prepare; 

Aoa. Thou shalt be witness, nigh the lavers placed. 

Iph. Shall we then round the altar raise the sou^t 

Aga. Thee happier than myself \u \\ta\ fofeTb, *V\& 
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That thou art ignorant. But go thou in, 

Present thee to the virgins. O, that kiss, 

That dear embrace, how painful from a child, 

Who from a father must so long be absent ! 720 

Ah me, that breast, those cheeks, those golden tresses ! 

What piercing sorrows hath the Phrygian state 

And Helen caused us ! But I check my words ; 

For when I touch thee, in my melting eyes 

The sudden moisture rises : go thou in. — 725 

Daughter of Leda, if, with pity touch 'd, 

I feel my grief too strong, for that I soon 

Shall to Achilles my dear child consign, 

Forgive me : happy is it so to place 

A daughter, yet it pains a father's heart, 730 

When he delivers to another house 

A child, the object of his tender care. 

Cly. Nor is my heart insensible : I feel, 
Be thou assured, an equal grief, nor want 
From thee monitions, whou I lead the virgin 735 

With hymeneal rites ; but custom, join'd 
With time, will check it. Well : his name I know, 
To whom thou hast betrothed thy daughter ; more 
I wish to know, his lineage whence he draws. 

Aoa. iEgina was the daughter of Asopus. 740 

Cly. With her what mortal wedded, or what god ? 

Aoa. Jove, sire of jEacus, (Enone's chief. 

Cly. What son of iEacus possessed his house ? ' 

Aga. Peleus : the daughter he of Nereus weds. 744 
. Cly. By force, or by the god's consent obtain'd ? 

Aga. Her father gave her, first by Jove betrothed. 

Cly. Where did he wed her ? In the ocean waves? 

Aga. Where Chiron dwells, on Pelion's awful 
heights. 

74$ (Enone is an island before Attica, afterwards called by 
JEucua JEgina, in honor of hvamcAW, 



> 
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Cly. Tbe Centaur race, they say, inhabit there. 
Aga. The gods there present graced his nuptial 

feast. 750 

Cly. Achilles did the sire, or Thetis train ? 
Aga. Chiron, that from bad men he might not learn. 
Cly. Wise he who took, wise they who gave the' 

charge. 
Aga. Such is the man, who shall thy daughter wed. 
Cly. Not disapproved : but where in Greece his 

seat ? 755 

Aga. Where flows Apidanus through Phthia's 

bounds. 
Cly. Thine and my daughter thither will he lead ? 
Aga. When he obtains her, this will be his care* 
Cly. Bless'd may they bel But when the bridal 

day? 
Aga. Soon as the moon's propitious circle fills. 760 
Cly. Is for the bride the previous victim slain ? 
Aga. Soon shall it : this employs my present thought. 
Cly. And wilt thou next the nuptial feast prepare? 
Aga. When I have offer'd what the gods require. 
Cly. Where for the females shall we deck the 

feast ? 765 

Aga. Here, where the gallant fleet at anchor rides. 
Cly. Amply supply then what the occasion claims* 
Aga. Know'st thou what now I wish thee do? Obey 

me. 
Cly. In what? Thou long hast train 'd me to obey. 
Aga. We, in the place where now the bridegroom 

is,— 770 

Cly. Without the mother ? What to me belongs, — 
Aga. Will give thy daughter 'midst the assembled 

Greeks. 
Cly. And where, whilst this is doing, shall I be ? 
Aga. To Argos go, thy charge the Vix^na ^b«t«« 
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Cly. And leave my daughter? Who shall raise 
the torch ? 775 

Aoa. The light, to deck the nuptials, I will hold. 
Cly. Custom forbids ; nor wouldst thou deem it 

seemly. 
Aoa. Nor decent that thou mix with martial troops. 
Cly. But decent that the mother give the daugh- 
ter. 
Aoa. Nor leave the younger in the house alone* 780 
Cly. In close apartments they are guarded well. 
. Aga. Let me persuade thee. 

Cly. By the potent queen, 

Goddess of Argos, no. Of things abroad 
Take thou the charge : within the house, my care 
Shall deck the virgin's nuptials, as is meet. 785 

[Sh* goes in. 

. Aoa. Unhappy me ! In vain I came ; my hopes 

Are vanished : out of sight it was my wish 

To send my wife : thus I devise, thus form 

My wily purpose, studious to beguile 

Those dearest to my soul, in all my aims 700 

Confounded. Hence to Calchas will I go 

The seer, inquiring what the goddess wills, 

To me unfortunate, a grief to Greece. 

A wise man in his house should find a wife 

Gentle and courteous, or no wife at all. 76 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

To Simois, and his silver tide 

In eddies whirling through the plain, 
The fleet of Greece in gallant pride 
Vengeful shall bear this martial train ; 
. To Jlion's rampircd towers shall bear, 
And Troy, by Phoebus \<m&> VV* wcu 
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Cassandra there, when on her soul 
1 The gods prophetic transports roll, 
Her brows with verdant laurel loves to bind, 
Her yellow tresses streaming to the wind. 806 

ANTISTROPHB. 

The Trojans high on Ilium's towers, 
And round the walls of Troy shall stand, 

When Mars to Simois leads his powers, 
And furious ploughs the hostile strand ; 

From Priam's ruin'd house to bear 810 

Again to Greece the fatal fair, 

Whose brothers, sons of Jove, on high 

Twin stars, adorn the spangled sky, 
Rushing to war his brazen shield he rears, 
And glittering round him blaze the Grecian spears. 815 

EPODE. 

Phrygian Pergamus around, 
Walls of rock with turrets crown'd, 
Mars the furious war shall lead : 
Blood his flaming sword shall stain, 
As from the trunk he hews the warrior's head, 820 
And to the dust shakes Troy's proud walls again. 
Virgins, with their woes oppressed, 

And Priam's queen their fall lament j 
Jove-born Helen beats her breast, 

In anguish, from her lover rent. 825 

From me, from mine be far the fate, 
Which Lydia's gorgeous dame with sighs, 
Whilst Troy's sad matrons wipe their dewy eyes, 
In mutual converse o'er the web relate :— 

' Who will not rend her crisped hair, 830 

Who will not pour the gushing tear, 

Low sunk in dust our ruin'd walls ? 
Bright daughter of the bird, whose neck, 
Arch'd in proud state, the white \>luuu&* dftdk,, 

For thee in dust out cowsrtry foXV.% \ ^** 
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If true the fame, that mighty Jove, 
Changed to a swan, sought Leda's love ; 
Or fabling poets from Pieria's spring 
Their wanton and indecent legends bring/ 

ACHILLES, CHORUS. 

Ach, Where is the leader of the Grecian host? 840 
Who of the attendants tells him that Achilles, 

The son of Peleus, seeks him at the gate ? 

Different our state, who nigh the Euripus 

Wait here : unwedded some, their houses left 

In solitude, here sit upon the shore ; 846 

And childless others leave their nuptial beds ; 

Such ardor, not without the gods, through Greece 

Flames for this war. What touches me, to speak 

Is mine : let others, what their need requires, 

Themselves explain. Thessalia's pleasant fields 850 

And Peleus leaving, at the narrow surge 

Of Euripus I wait, the Myrmidons 

Restraining : with impatient instance oft 

They urge me : — ' Why, Achilles, stay we here ? 

What tedious length of time is yet to pass, 855 

To Ilium ere we sail ? Wouldst thou do aught ? 

Do it, or lead us home ; nor here await 

The sons of Atreus, and their cold delays/ 

CLYTEMNESTRA, ACHILLES, CHORUS. . 

« 

Cly. Son of the goddess Thetis, in the house 
Hearing thy words, I come without the gates. 860 

Ach. O revered Modesty, whom do mine eyes 
Behold ? Her form bears dignity and grace. 
Cly. Not strange thou know'st us not, before not 
seen: 
But thy regard to Modesty I praise. . 
Ach. Who art thou? To tUe Greciau camp why 
come, ^fck 
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A woman 'midst a. host of men in arms? 

Cly. Daughter of Leda, Glytemnestra named. 
Am I, the royal Agamemnon's wife. 
Ach. Well hast thou answer 'd, and in brief: bat 
shame 
Were mine with wedded dames to hold discourse. 870 
Cly. Stay : wherefore dost thou fly me ? With my 
hand 
Join thy right hand, pledge of thy happy nuptials. 

Ach. My hand with thine? To Agamemnon this 
Were wrong, if, what I have no right, I touch. 874 
Cly. Son of the sea-born Nereid, thou, hast right, . 
Much right, since thou my daughter soon wilt wed. 
Ach. Wed, dost thou say ? Amazement chains my 
tongue : 
What secret purpose hath thy strange discourse ? 
Cly. 'Tis ever thus: the modest, 'midst new 
friends, 
At mention of their nuptials are ashamed. 880 

873 We have here a beautiful picture of tbe chaste reserve 
of ancient manners. Achilles, under the surprise of seeing a 
woman, one who had the appearance of dignity, in the camp, 
and finding her beginning a conversation with him, addresses 
himself in a fine apostrophe to the goddess Modesty. As soon 
as he is informed that the lady is the wife of Agamemnon, 
conscious of the indecorum of holding converse with a wedded 
dame, he is retiring ; she intreats him to stay, and demands 
his hand, as a pledge of their alliance, which indeed was the 
only thing that could justify the conduct of Clytemnestra : 
Achillea, who knew nothing of the pretended nuptials,* re* 
fuses his hand, as it would be an injury to Agamemnon to 
touch his wife : such were the refined manners of ancient 
Greece.. The mind, which is not touched with this delicacy, 
is not of a frame to relish the gracious simplicity of ancient 
manners and their faithful representor, Euripides. Besides 
the genuine beauty of this passage, it has a fine effect on the 
conduct of the drama, as it tends to show Clytemnestra that 
she had been abused, and prepares her for the discovery of 
Agamemnon's design. 
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Ach. Ne'er did I woo thy daughter ; ne'er did word 
Of nuptials from the Atrida? reach my ear* 

Cly. What may this mean ? Thou wonder'st at my 
words ; 
And equal wonder thine excite in me. 

Ach. All is conjecture, common to us both ; 685 
Both haply are by words alike deceived. 

Cly. I am abused, according nuptials here 
Never design'd, it seems : I blush at this. 

Ach. Some one perchance 'gainst thee and me hath 
framed 
This mock : regard it not ; light let it pass. 890 

Cly. Farewell : I cannot look upon thy face, 
Basely abused, and made a liar thus. 

Ach. Thee too I bid farewell: within the house 
Inquiries from thy husband will I make. 

ATTENDANT, CLYTEMNESTRA, ACHILLES, CHORUS. 

Att. Stay, stranger of the race of jEacus ; 805 

Stay, goddess-born : daughter of Leda, stay. 

Ach. Who from the gates calls with this earnest 
voice? 

Att. A slave ; in that I boast not : no proud vaunt 
My fortune will admit. 

Ach. Whose slave ? not mine : 

For I with Agamemnon have no share. 900 

Att. Hers, who stands here before the house, the 
gift 
Of Tyndarus her father. 

Ach. Well: we stay: 

What wouldst thou? why hast thou detain'd me? 
speak. 

Att. Are you alone before this royal house ? 

Ach. Speak as to us alone : come from the gates. 

Att. O fortune, and my provident caution, save 006 
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Those whom I wish to save ! 

Ach. Thy words portend 

Something not brief, and seem of import high. 

Cly. Delay not for my hand: speak what thou 
wouldst. 

Att. Dost thou then know me, who I am, to thee 
And to thy children how benevolent? 911 

Cly. I know thee, an old servant of my house. 

Att. And to the royal Agamemnon given 
Part of thy dowry. 

Cly. With us didst thou come 

To Argos, and hast there been always mine. 915 

Att. So is it : hence to thee I bear good will, 
But to thy husband less. 

Cly. Well, then, to me, 

Whate'er thy wish to speak, at length disclose. 

Att. Thy daughter will her father slay* her father 
With his own hand, — — 

Cly. How ! I abhor thy words, 920 

Old man : thou art not in thy perfect sense. 

Att. Striking her white neck with the ruthless 
sword. 

Cly. Unhappy me ! Hath madness seized his mind ? 

Att. No ; save to thee and to thy daughter, sound 
His sense : in this he errs from reason wide. 925 

Cly. What cause? What Fury fires him to the 
deed? 

Att. The oracles, and Calchas, that the troops 
May sail. 

Cly. Sail whither? Wretched me! She too 
How wretched, whom her father will destroy ! 

Att. To the proud seats of Troy, thence to bring 
back 930 

Helen, the Spartan's wife. 

Cly. Of her return 

eurip. vol. n. ^ 
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Is Iphigenia doomed the fatal price ? 

Att. Ev'n so : thy daughter will her father slay, 
A victim to Diana. 

Cly. From my home 

To win me were these nuptials then devised? 035 

Att. Thy daughter that with pleasure thou mightst 
lead 
To wed Achilles. 

Cly. To perdition then 

Thou contest, my daughter, and thy mother with thee. 

Att. Piteous of both the sufferings, and the attempt 
Of Agamemnon dreadful. 

Cly. With my woes 040 

I sink ; mine eye no longer holds the tear. 

Att. Painful the tear that falls for children lost. 

Cly. But whence, old man, know'st thou, or heard'st 
thou this ? 

Att. I took my way, charged with a letter to thee, 
Since that which had been sent. 

Cly. Its purport what ? 045 

Forbidding, or exhorting me to bring 
My daughter to her death ? 

Att. This not to bring her 

Gave charge ; for wise were then thy husband's 
thoughts. 

Cly. Charged with this letter to me, why to me 
Didst thou not give it ? 

Att. Men el aii s by force 050 

Took it away, the author of these ills. 

Cly. Son of the sea-born Nereid, son of Peleus, 
Dost thou hear this ? 

Ach. What makes thee wretched, lady, 

I hear : and ill what touches me I Jbrook. 

Cly. My daughter they will slay, the false pre- 
tence 
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Thy nuptials. 

Ach. On thy husband I too charge 956 

Much blame, nor light doth my resentment rise. 

Cly. Low at thy knees I will not blush to fall. 
Of mortal birth to one of heavenly race. 
Why should I now be proud? Or what demands, 960 
More than a daughter's life, my anxious care ? 
Protect, O goddess-born, a wretched mother ; 
Protect a virgin call'd thy bride ; her head 
With garlands, ah, in rain I Yet did I crown, 
And led her, as by thee to be espoused ; 966 

Now to be slain I bring her ; but on thee, 
If thou protect her not, reproach will fall ; 
For, though not join'd in marriage, thou wast call'd 
The husband of the virgin. By this cheek, 
By this right hand, by her that gave thee birth ; 970 
(For me thy name hath ruin'd, and from thee 
I therefore claim protection) I have now 
No altar, but thy knee, to which to fly ; 
I have no friend, but thee : the fell designs 
Of Agamemnon's ruthless heart thou hear'st ; 976 

And I, a woman, as thou seest, am come 
To this unruly camp, in mischiefs bold, 
Of use but when they list. If thou shalt dare, 
Stretch forth thine hand to aid me, I shall find 
Safety ; if not, then am I lost indeed. 980 

Cho. To be a mother is the amplest source . 
Of nature's dear affections : this to all 
Is common, for their children anxious thought. 

Ach. To noblest thoughts my towering soul is raised, 
Which at the woes of others knows to melt, 986 

And bear with moderation fortune's smiles. 

Cho. These are the men, who, train'd in reason's 
lore, 
As wisdom guides them, form their life uc\^\\» 
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Ach. There is a time, when not to build too much 
On our own wisdom is agreeable ; 990 

But then there is a time, when to exert 
Our judgment is of use. By Chiron train'd, 
Of mortals the most righteous, I have learn'd 
Simplicity of manners. To the sons 
Of Atreus, when their high commands are stamp'd 995 
With honor, my obedience shall be paid : 
Where honor bids not, I shall not obey : 
But my free nature here, and when at Troy, 
Preserved, my spear shall to my utmost power 
Add glory to the war. But thee, oppress'd 1000 

With miseries, and by those most dear to thee, 
(Far as a young man may, so strong I feel 
The touch of pity) thee will I protect ; 
And never shall thy daughter, who was call'd 
Mine, by her father's hand be slain : to weave 1005 
His wily trains, thy husband ne'er shall make 
M e.hi8 pre text ; for so my name would slay 
Thy daughter, though it lifted not the sword. 
The cause indeed thy husband ; yet not pure 
My person, if through me, and through my nuptials, 
The virgin perish, suffering dreadful things, 101 1 

And wrongs, at which astonished nature starts. 
I were the basest of the Greeks, a thing 
Naught worth, (and Menelaus might well be rank'd 
'Mongst men) no more the son of Peleus deem'd, 1015 
But of some cruel demon, should my name, 
Pleaded to screen thy husband's purpose, kill her. 
By Nereus, who beneath the watery waves 
Was train'd, the sire of Thetis, whence my birth, 
The royal Agamemnon shall not touch 1020 

Thy daughter, with his finger shall not touch her, 
Nor ev'n her robes : else Sipylus, a mean 
Barbaric town, from whence our chiefs derive 
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Their race, shall be illustrious, and my realm, 

Phthia, be alighted as unknown to fame. 1026 

His lastral layers, and his salted cakes, 

With sorrow shall the prophet Calchas bear 

Away. The prophet ! What is he ? a man 

Who speaks, 'mongst many falsehoods, but few truths, 

Whene'er chance leads him to speak true; when false, 

The prophet is no more. With nuptial rites 1031 

Why should I say how many virgins sue 

To be united to me ? But of that 

No more. The royal Agamemnon wrongs me, 

Greatly he wrongs me : ought he not from me, 1095 

Would he betrothe his daughter, ask my name ? . 

The assent of Clytemnestra then with ease 

Had I obtained to give her daughter to me. 

I to the Greeks had given her, if to Troy 

For this their course were check 'd : the public good 

Of those, with whom I join my arms, to exalt, 1041 

I should not have refused ; but with the chiefs 

I now am nothing, held of no esteem, 

To act, or not to act, in glory's cause. 

But soon this sword shall know whom, e'er to Troy 

I come, with drops of blood I shall distain, 1046 

Whoe'er he be that shall attempt to take 

Thy daughter from me : rest thou then in peace ; 

I, as a guardian god, am come to thee : 

Great is the contest, yet it shall be proved. 1050 

Cho. Worthy, O son of Peleus, of thyself, 
Worthy the sea-born goddess, are thy words. 

Cly. How shall I praise thee, that due bounds my 
words 
Exceed not, nor beneath thy merit sink, 
Thy grace impairing ? for the good, when praised, 1055 
Feel something of disgust, if to excess 
Commended. But I blush at words, 1W. \*\vv 
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Pity at .private woes, whilst of my ills 

No share is thine : yet lovely is the sight, 

When, stranger though he be, to the distress'd 1060 

A good man gives assistance. Pity me ; 

My sufferings call for pity : when I thought 

To have thee for a son, I fondly fed 

A false and flattering hope. To thee perchance, 

And to thy future nuptials, this might be 1065 

An omen, should my daughter die ; 'gainst this 

Behoves thee guard. Well did thy words begin, 

And well they ended : be it then thy will, 

My daughter shall be saved. Wilt thou she fall 

A suppliant at thy knees? This ill becomes 1070 

A virgin : yet, if such thy will, with all 

Her blushes shall she come, and in her eye 

Ingenuous modesty : or the same grace 

Shall I, if absent she, obtain from thee ? 

Ach. Let her remain within : for Modesty 1075 
With her own modest dignity is pleased. 

Cly. Yet must we sue to thee with earnest prayer. 

Ach*. Nor bring thy daughter, lady, to our sight, 
Nor ours be rude reproach. The assembled host, 
At leisure from their own domestic cares, 1080 

Loves the malignant jest and sland'rous tale. 
Suppliant, or not, alike shall you obtain 
From me this grace : the contest shall be mine, 
Great as it is, to free you from your ills. 
Of one thing be assured, ne'er shall my tongue 1085 
Utter a falsehood ; if I speak untruth, 
And mock thee with vain promise, let me die : 
But as I save thy daughter, may I live. 

Cly. O be thou bless'd, thus aiding the unhappy ! 

Ach. Now hear me, how success may best be ours. 

Cly. What wouldst thou ? my attention thou mayst 
claim. 1091 
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Ach. The father's purpose let persuasion change. 

Cl y. He, void of spirit, too much fears the host. 

Ach. Yet reason o'er the spiritless prevails. 

Cly. Small are my hopes : yet, say, what must I do? 

Ach. First, be a suppliant to him not to slay 1096 
His children : if rejected, come to me. 
If thy intreafies win him, of my aid 
There is no need : thy daughter's Jife is saved ; 
I with my friend shaH'Be on better terms ; 1100 

And naught of blame the army to my charge 
Can then impute, if I by reason wish 
To effect my purpose, not by violence. 
Well to thy warmest wish may this succeed, 
And to thy friends', accomplished without me. 1106 

Cly. IIow wise thy words! whate'er to thee seems 
right, 
Shall be attempted : should I not effect 
The things I wish, where shall I see thee next, 
Or whither bend my wretched steps to find 
Thy hand, my firm protector 'gainst these ills ? 1110 

Ach. Far as occasion shall require, myself 
Will be thy guard. But with disordered step 
Let no one see thee hurrying through the throng 
Of Grecians, nor disgrace thy father's house : 
On Tyndarus unmerited would fall 1115 

Aught of ill fame, for he is great in Greece. 

Cly. It shall be so: lead thou ; on thee to wait, 
Me it behoves. If there are gods, on thee, 
Just as thou art, their blessings must attend t 
If not, to what effect is all our toil ? 1120 

CHORUS. 
8TROPHE. 

What were the strains that Hymen gave to swell, 
The Libyan pipe its warb\ea vn««V 
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. Attempering to the chorded shell, 
That loves to guide the mazy-winding feet. 

Whilst the whispering reed around 1125 

Breathes a soft responsive sound, 
When to the feast of gods, on Pelion's brow, 

The golden-sandal'd Muses took their way? 
Loose to the gale their beanteous tresses flow, 
Thee, Peleus, gracing, and thy bridal day : 1130 
As they pierce the tangled grove, 
O'er the mountain as they rove. 
Where the Centaur race reside, 
Peleus and his lovely bride 
They hail, and those wild scenes among 1135 

Pour the mellifluous song. 
The Phrygian Ganymede, of form divine, 
A royal youth of Dardan race, 
Advanced the feast of Jove to grace, 
Pour'd from the glowing bowls the sparkling wine. 
Fifty nymphs the white sands o'er, 1 141 

Daughters they of Nereus hoar, 
To the nuptials light advance, 

And weave the circling dance. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

The Centaurs, waving high their spears of pine, 1445 
Their heads with grassy garlands crowii'd, 
Came to the bowls, the feast divine, 
Their hoofs swift bounding o'er the rattling ground* 
There the nymphs of Thessaly 
Raised their tuneful voices high : 1150 

The prophet Phoebus join'd the solemn strain, 

And Chiron, skill'd to trace the Fates' decree. 
* Daughter of Nereus/ sung the raptured train, 
* A son, bright beam of beauty, shall from thee 
( Draw his birth, who will advance 1155 

Dreadful with his uam\u£ Uwcq, 
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With his myrmidons, that wield, 
Fierce in fight, the spear and shield, 
To the illustrious realms of Troy, 
And her proud towers destroy : 1160 

His manly limbs refulgent arms enfold ; 
Vulcan, at tne mother's prayer, 
Shall the glorious gift prepare, 
And all the hero blaze in burnish'd gold/ 

Thus when Peleus won his bride, 1165 

Of the Nereid train the pride, 
Came the gods in bright array 
To grace their nuptial day. 

EPODB. 

Bnt thee, unhappy maid, thy head 
With flowery garlands Greece shall crown : 

As from the mountain-cave's cool shade 1171 

Some beauteous heifer coming down. 

Her neck no rude yoke knows, decreed 

A victim at some shrine to bleed. 

Bnt now a human neck must bow, 1 175 

And now the virgin's blood must flow, 

Not train'd the sylvan wilds among, 

To rustic pipe or pastoral song : 

Her the fond mother, deck'd with pride, 

As to some Grecian chief a bride. 1180 

The lovely form, the beauteous face, 

And modest virtue's blushing grace 

Avail no more : in evil hour 

Impiety hath seized the power : 

A slighted outcast, Virtue fails ; 1185 

Injustice o'er the laws prevails : 

The common danger none descries, 

The impending vengeance of the skies. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, CUORU*. 

Cly. I am come forth, if haply I may *** 
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My husband ; long his absence since be left 1100 

The house. In tears is my unhappy daughter, 

And heaves the frequent sigh, since she hath heard 

The death to which her father destines her. 

I spoke of one that is approaching nigh, 

This Agamemnon, who will soon be found 1196 

Daring agaiust his children impious deeds. 

AGAMEMNON, CLYTEMNESTRA, CHORUS. 

Aoa. Daughter of Leda, to my wish I find thee 
Before the house, that from my daughter's ear 
Apart I may speak words, which ill beseems 
A virgin, soon to be a bride, to hear. 1200 

Cly. What is it?. Let not the occasion pass. 

Aoa. Send now thy daughter, to her father's charge 
Committed ; for the layers ready stand, 
The salted cakes, which o'er the lustral fire 
The hand must cast ; the heifers too, whose blood 1205 
Must, in black streams, before the nuptials flow 
To the chaste queen Diana, are prepared. 

Cly. Thy words indeed are gracious, but thy deeds 
I know not, should I name them, how to praise. 
Yet come thou forth, my daughter, for to thee 1210 
Are all thy father's purposes well known ; 
And bring thy brother, bring Orestes, wrapp'd 

Close in thy vests, my child. See, she is here, 

In prompt obedience to thee : what for her, 

What for myself is meet, that shall I speak. 1215 

AGAMEMNON, CLYTEMNESTRA, 1PI1IGENIA, CHORU8. 

Aga. Why weeps my daughter? cheerful bow no 
more 
Thy look, nor pleasant : wherefore is thine eye 
Fix'd on the ground, thy robe before it held ? 
Iph. Ah me! whence &r&t *\m\W\k^c^ %^ak 
My ills ? for all in i\\a Yiave fow& ***** V»fc 
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A last, a middle, and successive train. 

Aoa. Why is it that you all are drawn together, 
With terror and confusion in your looks ? 

Cly. Answer to what I ask with honest truth. 1224 

Aoa. Speak freely : to be questioned is my wish. 

Cly. Thine and my daughter art thou bent to slay? 

Aoa. Ah, what a question, what suspicion this! 

Cly. To this without evasion answer first. 

Aoa. Ask what is meet, thou what is meet shalt 
hear. 

Cly. I ask this only ; to this only speak. 15230 

Aoa. O fate ! O fortune ! O my awful doom 1 

Cly. And mine, and hers, one to us wretched three! 

Aoa. In what have I done wrong ? 

Cly. Canst thou ask this 

Of me ? Thy purpose is unwise and ill. 

Aoa. I am undone : my secrets are betray'd. 1235 

Cly. I have heard all, know all, which thou wonldst 
do 
Against me : ev'n thy silence and thy sighs 
Confess it : labor not to give it words. 

Aoa. Lo, I am silent: for to misery 
I should add shamelessness by speaking false. 1240 

Cly. Now hear me ; for my thoughts will I unfold 
In no obscure and color'd mode of speech. 
First then, for first with this will I upbraid thee, 
Me didst thou wed against my will, and seize 
By force : my former husband Tantalus 1246 

By thee was slain ; by thee my infant son, 
Torn from my breast by violence, was whirl'd 
And dash'd against the ground : the sons of Jove, 
My brothers, glittering on their steeds, in arms 
Advanced against thee : but old Tyndarus, 1260 

My father, saved thee, at his knees become 
A supplicant; and hence didst thou oYAsAu 
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My bed : to thee and to thy house my thoughts 

Thus reconciled, thou shalt thyself attest 

How irreproachable a wife I was, 1256 

How chaste, with what attention I increased 

The splendor of thy house ; that entering there. 

Thou hadst delight, and going out, with thee 

Went happiness along. A wife like this 

Is a rare prize ; the worthless are not rare. 1200 

Three daughters have I borne thee, and this son : 

Of one of these wilt thou (O piercing grief!) 

Deprive roe : should one ask thee, for what cause 

Thy daughter wilt thou kill, what wouldst thou say ? 

Speak, or I must speak for thee. Ev'n for this, 1265 

That Menelaus may regain Helena. 

Well would it be, if, for his wanton wife 

Our children made the price, what most we hate 

With what is dearest to us we redeem. 

But if thou lead the forces, leaving me 1270 

At Argos, should thy absence then be long, 

Think what my heart must feel, when in Uie house 

I see the seats all vacant of my child, 

And her apartment vacant : I shall sit 

Alone, in tears, thus ever wailiug her : — 1275 

* Thy father, O my child, hath slain thee ; he, 

That gave thee birth, hath kill'd thee, not another, 

Nor by another hand : this is the prize 

He left his house/ But do not, by the gods, 

Do not compel me to be aught but good 1280 

To thee, nor be thou aught but good to me : 

Since there will want a slight pretence alone 

For me, and for my daughters left at home, 

To welcome, as becomes us, thy return. 

Well ; thou wilt sacrifice thy child : what vows 1285 

Wilt thou then form ? what blessing wilt thou ask 

To wait thee, thou, who dos\ toy faro^ta? day ; 



IPHIGEN1A IN AULI8. 189 

Thou, who with shame to this unlucky war 
Art marching? Is it just that I should pray 
For aught of good to thee ? Should I not deem 1200 
The gods unwise, if they their favors shower 
On those who stain their willing hands with blood ? 
Wilt thou, to Argos when return'd, embrace 
Thy children ? But thou hast no right : thy face 
Which of thy children will behold, if one 1295 

With cool, deliberate purpose thou shalt kill? 
Now to this point I come : if thee alone 
To bear the sceptre, thee to lead the troops 
The occasion call'd, shouldst thou not thus have urged 
Thy just appeal to Greece : — * Is it your will, 1300 
,Ye Grecians, to the Phrygian shores to sail ? 
Cast then the lot whose daughter must be slain/ 
This had at least been equal ; nor hadst thou 
Been singled out from all to give thy child 
A victim for the Greeks. Or Menelaus, 1305 

Whose cause this is, should for the mother slay 
Hermione : but I, who to thy bed 
Am faithful, of my child shall be deprived, 
And she, that hath misdone, at her return 
To Sparta, her young daughter shall bear back, 1310 
And thus be happy. Aught if I have said 
Amiss, reply to that ; but if my words 
Speak naught but sober reason, do not slay 
Thy child, and mine : and thus thou wilt be wise. 

Cho. Be thou persuaded: reason bids preserve 
Our children : this no mortal can gainsay. 1316 

I ph. Had I, my father, the persuasive voice 
Of Orpheus, and his skill to charm the rocks 
To follow me, and soothe whome'er I please 

1310 Menelaus, before he sailed to Troy, brought his daugh- 
ter Hermione from Sparta to Argos, and left her there under 
the care of Clytemnestra. 
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With winning words, I would make trial of it ; 1320 

Bnt I have nothing to present thee now 

Save tears, my ouly eloquence ; and those 

I can present thee. On thy knees I hang, 

A suppliant wreath, this body, which she bore 

To thee. Ah ! kill me not in youth's fresh prime. 

Sweet is the light of heaven : compel me not 13*26 

What is beneath to view. I was the first 

To call thee father ; me thou first didst call 

Thy child : I was the first that on thy knees 

Fondly caress'd thee, and from thee received 1330 

The fond caress : this was thy speech to me : — 

* Shall I, my child, e'er see thee in some house 

Of splendor, happy in thy husband, live, 

And florish, as becomes my dignity V 

My speech to thee was, leaning 'gainst thy cheek, 1336 

Which with my hand I now caress ; — * Aud what 

Shall I then do for thee ? shall I receive 

My father when grown old, and in my house 

Cheer him with each fond office, to repay 

The careful nurture which he gave my youth V 1340 

These words are on my memory deep im press' d ; 

Thou hast forgot them, and wilt kill thy child. 

By Pelops I intreat thee, by thy sire 

Atreus, by this my mother, who before 

Suffer'd for me the pangs of childbirth, now 1345 

These pangs again to suffer, do not kill me. 

If Paris be enamor'd of his bride, 

His Helen, what concerns it me ? and how 

Gomes he to my destruction ? Look upon me ; 

Give me a smile, give me a kiss, my father ; 1350 

That, if my words persuade thee not, in death 

I may have this memorial of thy love. 

My brother, small assistance canst thou give 

Thy friends ; yet for thy sister with thy tears 
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Implore tby father that she may not die : 1365 

Ev'n infants have a sense of ills ; and see, 

My father, silent though he be, he sues 

To thee : be gentle to me ; on my life 

Have pity : thy two children by this beard 

Intreat thee, thy dear children : one is yet 1360 

An infant, one to riper years arrived. 

I will sum all in this, which shall contain 

More than long speech : to view the light of life 

To mortals is most sweet, but all beneath 

Is nothing : of his senses is he reft, 1365 

Who hath a wish to die ; for life, though ill, 

Excels whatever there is of good in death. 

Cho. For thee, unhappy Helen, and thy love, 
A contest dreadful, and surcharged with woes, 
To the Atridce and their children conies. 1370 

Aoa. What calls for pity, and what not, I know : 
I love my children, else I should be void 
Of reason : to dare this is dreadful to me, 
And not to dare is dreadful. I perforce 
Must do it. What a naval camp is here, 1375 

You see ; how many kings of Greece array'd 
In glittering arms : to Ilium's towers are these 
Denied to advance, unless I offer thee 
A victim ; thus the prophet Calchas speaks ; 
Denied from her foundations to overturn 1380 

Illustrious Troy ; and through the Grecian host 
Maddens the fierce desire to sail with speed 
'Gainst the barbarians' land, and check their rage 
For Grecian dames : my daughters these will slay 
At Argos ; you too will they slay, and me, 1385 

Should I, the goddess not revering, make 
Of none effect her oracle. To this, 
Not Menelaus, my child, hath wrought my soul, 
Nor to his will am I a slave ; but Greece, 
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For which (will I, or will I not) perforce 1900 

Thee I must sacrifice : my weakness here 

I feel, and must submit. In thee, my child, 

What lies, and what in me, Greece should be free, 

Nor should her sons beneath barbarians bend, 

Their nuptial beds to ruffian force a prey. 1305 

CLYTEMNESTKA, IPUIGBNIA, CHORUS. 

Cly. Alas, my phild! O strangers! Wretched 
me ! 

How wretched in thy death ! Thy father flies thee ; 

He flies, but dooms thee to the realms beneath. 
I ph. My mother, O my mother ! Wretched me ! 
For both our fortunes, full of wo, 1400 

One strain, one mournful strain shall flow. 
No more the gladsome light of day, 
No more the bright sun's golden ray 
Shall shine, ah me ! to cheer thy child. 
Ah me ! Ye Phrygian forests wild, 1405 

Ye snow-clad mountains, rude that rise, 
Mountains of Ida, to the skies ; 
Where Priam once, his son unbless'd, 
Far sever'd from his mother's breast, 
Exposed, this Paris to destroy ; 1410 

Idaeus thence they call'd the boy ; 
The boy they call'd Idaeus, known, 
So named through all the Phrygian town. 
O, that his son he ne'er had laid 
Where with their herds the herdsmen stray'd, 
The fountains of the nymphs among, 1416 

Where roll the lucid streams along, 
And the green mead profusely pours 
The blushing glow of roseate flowers, 
With hyacinths of dusky hue, ] 420 

For goddesses which lovely grew. 
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Once Pallas came to those sweet glades ; 
And Juno deign'd to grace their shades ; 
And Venus, fraught with wanton wiles. 
Resistless with enchanting smiles ; 1425 

And Hermes, messenger of Jove : 
Venus, in all the sweets of love 
, Rejoicing ; Pallas in her spear ; 
And, proud the bed of Jove to share, 
Juno's bright form, imperial dame, 1430 

Once to the odious judgment came : 
For beauty and for beauty's prize 
This contest drew them from the skies, 
But death on me : yet Greece shall own 
My death assures her high renown. 1435 

Cho. Diana hath accepted thee the first 
Of victims, that our arms may sail to Troy. 

IPHIOENIA. 

But he, to whom my birth I owe, 
Betrays and flies me 'midst my wo. 
My mother ! ah my cruel fate ! 1440 

He flies, and leaves me desolate. 
Ill-omen'd Helena, thy love 
Fatal, will fatal to me prove : 
I die, I perish, I am slain ; 

My blood the unhallow'd sword shall stain : 1445 
Unhallow'd is my father's hand, 
That pours it on the empurpled sand. 
O had the ships ne'er plongh'd their way 
To Aulis, to this winding bay ! 
O had Jove given the fleet to bear 1460 

. To Troy's proud shores the wafted war ; 
Not adverse winds, that sullen sweep 
Across Eubosa's angry deep ! 
To some he grants the favoring gales, 
That wanton in their flying saita \ \*&k 

EVRIP. VOL. 11. * 
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Necessity to some and pain ; 
To some to cut the azure main : 
These quit the port with gallant pride, . 
Reluctant those at anchor ride. 
To sufferings born, the human race 1460 

In sufferings pass life's little space. 
Why, since misfortunes 'round them wait, 
Should men invite their cruel fate? 
Cho. Alas, what woes, what miseries hast thou 
brought, 
Daughter of Tyndarus, on Greece! But thee, 1406 
Unhappy virgin, by this flood of ills 
O'erwhelm'd, I wail. Ah, were this fate not thine ! 

Iph. My mother, what a crowd of men I see 
Advance ! 

Cly. The son of Thetis with them comes, 
For whom, my child, I led thee to this strand. 1470 

Iph. Open the doors to me, ye female train, 
That I may hide myself, 
Cly, Whom dost thou fly ? 

Iph. Achilles, whom I blush to see, 
Cly. And why ? 

Iph. These ill-starr'd nuptials cover me with shame. 
Cly. Nothing of pleasure doth thy state present. 
Yet stay : this is no time for grave reserve. 1476 

ACHILLE8, CLYTEMNESTKA, IPHIGENIA, CHORUS. 

Ach. Daughter of Leda, O unhappy queen ! 

Cly. Thy voice speaks nothing false. 

Ach. Among the Greeks 

Dreadful the clamor. 

Cly. What the clamor ? say. 

Ach. Touching thy daughter. 

Cly. Thou hast said what bears 

No happy omen. 
Acu. TnatB\iem\x*\\fetatak V4SI 
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A victim. 

Cly. And doth none against this speak ? 

Ach. I was with outrage threatened. 

Cly. Stranger, how T 

Ach. To he o'erwhelm'd with stones. 

Cly. Whilst thou wouldst save 

My child ? 

Ach. Ev'n so. 

Cly. _ Who dared to touch thee ! 

Ach. All 

The Grecians. 

Cly. Were thy troops of myrmidons 1489 

Not present to thee ? 

Ach. They were first in rage. 

Cly. Then are we lost, my child. 

Ach. They cried aloud 

That I was vanquish'd by a woman. 

Cly. Aught 

Didst thou reply ? 

Ach. That her, who was to be 1400 

My bride, they should not slay. 

Cly. With justice urged* 

Ach. Named by her father mine. 

C L Y. From Argos brought 

By his command. 

Ach. In vain : I was o'erpower'd 

By their rude cries. 

Cly. The many are indeed 

A dreadful ill. 

Ach. Tet I will give thee aid. 1495 

Cly. Wilt thou alone fight with a host I 

Ach. Thou seest 

These bearing arms. 

Cly. May thy designs succeed ! 

Ach. They shall succeed. 

Cyr. Shall not my c\i\\^\» AssVsA 
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Ach. Never, by my permission. 

Cly. Will none come 

To lay rude bands upon tbe virgin ? 

Ach. Many : 1500 

Ulysses witb tbem ; be will lead ber. 

Cly. What! 

He of tbe race of Sisyphus ? 

Ach. The same. 

Cly. Comes he of his free will, or by the host 
Appointed ? 

Ach. Chosen, by his own consent. 1604 

Cly. Bad choice, to be with blood polluted. 

Ach. Him 

Will I keep from her. 

Cly. Would he drag ber hence 

Against her will ? 

Ach. Ev'n by her golden locks. 

Cly. What now behoves me do ? 

Ach. Be firm, and hold 

Thy daughter back. 

Cly. And shall she not be slain 

For that ? 

Ach. But he will surely come for this. 1510 

Iph. My mother, hear ye now my words ; for thee 
Offended with thy husband I behold : 
Vain anger ! for where force will take its way, 
To struggle is not easy. Our warm thanks 
Are to this stranger, for his prompt good-will, 1515 
Most justly due : yet, it behoves thee, see 
Thou art not by the army charged with blame ; 
Nothing the more should we avail, on him 
Mischief would fall. Hear then what to my mind 
Deliberate thought presents : it is decreed 1590 

For me to die : this then I wish, to die 
With glory, all reluctance taifaWd far. 
My mother, weigh th\B vieW, Wa\ *\rt.\ «**&> 
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1 8 honor's dictate : all the powers of Greece 
Have now their eyes on me ; on me depends. 1535 
The sailing of the fleet, the fall of Troy ; 
And not to suffer, should a new attempt 
Be dared, the rude barbarians from bless'd Greece 
To bear, in future times, her dames by force, 
This ruin bursting on them for the loss 1530 

Of Helena, whom Paris bore away. 
By dying, all these things shall I achieve ; 
And bless'd (for that I have delivered Greece) 
Shall be my fame. To be too fond of life 
Becomes not me ; nor for thyself alone, 1535 

But to all Greece a blessing didst thou bear me. 
Shall thousands, when their country 's injured, lift 
Their shields; shall thousands grasp the oar and dare, 
Advancing bravely 'gainst the foes, to die 
For Greece ? And shall my life, my single life, 1540 
Obstruct all this ? Would this be just ? What word 
/ tJan we reply ? Nay, more ; it is not right, 
/ That he with all the Grecians should contend 
| In fight, should die, and for a woman. No : 
I More than a thousand women is one man 1545 

\Worthy to see the light of life. If me 
1* he chaste Diana wills to accept, shall I, 
A mortal, dare oppose her heavenly will ? 
Vain the attempt : for Greece I give my life. 
Slay me ; demolish Troy : for these shall be 1550 

Long time my monuments, my children these, 
My nuptials, and my glory. It is meet 
That Greece should o'er barbarians bear the sway, 
Not that barbarians lord it over Greece : 
Nature hath form'd them slaves, the Grecians free. 

1555 This sentiment must he admired as noble, and even 
heroic from this young princess in her present situation ; a 
love of her country even to enthutAaam vrra TAtwmn *» ***' 
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Cho. Thine, royal virgin, is a generous part : 1656 
But harsh what Fortune and the goddess wills. 

Ach. Daughter of Agamemnon, highly bless'd 
Some god would make me, if I might attain 
Thy nuptials. Greece in thee I happy deem, 1660 
And thee in Greece. This hast thou nobly spoken, 
And worthy of thy country : to contend 
[Against a goddess of superior power 

esisting, thou hast judged the public good 
A better, nay, a necessary part : 1565 

For this, more ardent my desire to gain thee 
My bride, this disposition when I see ; 
For it is generous. But consider well: 
To do thee good, to lead thee to my house, 
Is my warm wish ; and much I should be grieved, 1570 
Be witness Thetis, if I save thee not 
In arms against the Grecians : in thy thought 
Revolve this well : death is a dreadful thing. 

Ipii. Reflecting not on any, this I speak : 
Enough of wars and slaughters from the charms 1575 
Of Helen rise : but die not thou for me, 
O stranger, nor d is tain thy sword with blood ; 
But let me save my country, if I may. 

Ach. O glorious spirit ! naught have I 'gainst this 
To urge, since such thy will ; for what thou say'st 1580 
Is generous : why should not the truth be spoken ? 
But of thy purpose thou mayst yet repent. 
Know then my resolution : I will go, 
And nigh the altar place these arms, thy death 
Preventing, not permitting : thou perchance 1585 

Mayst soon approve my purpose, nigh thy throat 
When thou shalt see the sword ; and for that cause 

port the elevation of her soul : but when the same plea is 
coolly urged by the philosopher, it becomes an important error 
fn morula. 
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I will not, for a rash, unweigh'd resolve, 

Abandon thee to die ; but with these arms 

Wait near Diana's temple till thou come. 1690 

CLYTEMNESTRA, IPHIGENIA, CHORUS. 

Iph. Why, mother, dost thou shed these silent 

tears ? 
Cly; I have a cruel cause, that rends my heart. 
Iph. Forbear, nor sink my spirit. Grant me this. 
Cly. Say what: by me iny child shall ne'er be 

wrong'd. 
Iph. Clip not those crisped tresses from thine head, 
Nor robe thee in the sable garb of wo. 1696 

Cly. What hast thou said, my child? When thou 

art lost 

Iph. Not lost, but saved ; through me thou shalt be 

famed. 
Cly. What! for thy death shall I not mourn, my 

child? 
Iph. No, since for me a tomb shall not be raised. 
Cly. To die then, is not that to be entorab'd ? 1601 
Iph. The altar of the goddess is my tomb. 
Cly. Well dost thou speak, my child: I will com- 
ply. 
Iph. And deem me bless'd, as working good to 

Greece. 
Cly. What message to thy sisters shall I bear ? 
Iph. Them too array not in the garbs of wo. 1606 
Cly. What greetings to the virgins dost thou send? 
Iph. My last farewell. To manhood train Orestes. 
Cly. Embrace him, for thou ne'er shalt see him more. 
Iph. Far as thou couldst, thou didst assist tby 

friends. [to Orestet. 1610 

Cly. At Argos can I do aught pleasing to thee? 
Iph. My father, ^nd thy huBbfct^, to T&Vtato* 
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Cly. For thy dear sake fierce contests must he bear. 

I ph. For Greece, reluctant, me to death he yields. 

Cly. Basely, with guile, unworthy Atreus' son. 

I ph. Who goes with me, and leads me, by the 
hair 1616 

Ere I am dragg'd ? 

Cly. I will go with thee. 

Iph. No ; 

That were unseemly. 

Cly. Hanging on thy robes. 

Iph. Let me prevail, my mother; stay: to me 
As more becoming this, and more to thee. 1620 

Let one of these, the attendants of my father, 
Conduct me to Diana's hallow'd mead, 
Where I shall fall a victim. 

Cly. O my child, 

Dost thou then go? 

Iph. And never to return. 

Cly. And wilt thou leave thy mother? 

Iph. As thou seest, 1625 

Not as I merit. 

Cly. Stay, forsake me not. 

Iph. I suffer not a tear to fall. But you, 
Ye virgins, to my fate attune the hymu, 
* Diana, daughter of almighty Jove/ 
With favoring omens sing * Success to Greece.' 1630 
Come, with the basket one begin the rites ; 
One with the purifying cakes the flames 
Enkindle : let my father his right hand 
Place on the altar ; for I come to give 
Safety to Greece, and conquest to her arms. 1636 

1PHIGENIA. 

Lead me : mine the glorious fate 
To o'erturn the Phrygvau a\ate\ 
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Ilium's towers their head shall bow. 

With the garlands bind my brow ; 

Bring them, be these tresses crown'd. 16-10 

Round the shrine, the altar round, 

Bear the lavers, which you fill 

From the pure translucent rill. 

High your choral voices raise. 

Tuned to hymn Diana's praise, 1645 

Bless'd Diana, royal maid. 

Since the fates demand my aid, 

I fulfil their awful power 

By my slaughter, by my gore* 

CHORUS. 

Reverenced, reverenced mother, now 1650 

Thus for thee our tears shall flow : 
For unballow'd would a tear 
'Midst the solemn rites appear. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Swell the notes, ye virgin train ; 

To Diana swell the strain ; 1655 

Queen of Chalcis, adverse land ; 

Queen of Aulis, on whose strand, 

Winding to a narrow bay, 

Fierce to take its angry way, 

Waits the war, and calls on me 1660 

Its retarded force to free. 

O my country, where these eyes 

Open'd on Pelasgic skies ! 

O ye virgins, once my pride, 

In My cense who reside ! 1665 

CHORUS. 

Why of Perseus name the town, 
Which Cyclopean rampires crown ? 

1652 All mourning was forbidden amidst the sacrifice* <a 
the gods. 
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1PHIGENIA. 

Me you rear'd a beam of light ; 
Freely now I sink iu night. 

CHORUS. 

And for this, immortal fame, 1670 

Virgin, shall attend thy name. 

IPHIOENIA. 

Ah, thou beaming lamp of day, 

Jove-born, bright, ethereal ray, 

Other regions me await, 

Other life, and other fate ! 1075 

Farewell, beauteous lamp of day ! 

Farewell, bright ethereal ray ! 

CHORUS. 

See, she goes : her glorious fate 

To o'erturn the Phrygian state : 

Soon the wreaths shall bind her brow ; 1680 
" Soon the lustral waters flow ; 

Soon that beauteous neck shall feel 

Piercing deep the fatal steel, 

And the ruthless altar o'er 

Sprinkle drops of gushing gore. 1685 

By thy father's dread command 

There the cleansing layers stand ; 

There in arms the Grecian powers 

Burn to march 'gainst Ilium's towers. 

But our voices let us raise, 1600 

Tuned to hymn Diana's praise ; 

Virgin daughter she of Jove, 

Queen among the gods above. 

That with conquest and renown 

She the arms of Greece may crown, 1605 

To thee, dread power, we make our vows, 
Pleased when the blood of human victims flows.. 
To Phrygxa'a Ytoatifo tltand. 



IPHIGENIA IN AULIS. 203 

Where rise perfidious Ilium's hated towers, 

Walt, O waft, the Grecian powers, 1700 

And aid this martial band ! 
On Agamemnon's honor'd head, 
Whilst wide the spears of Greece their terrors spread, 
The immortal crown let conquest place, 

With glory's brightest grace. 1705 

A, 

MESSENGER, CLTTEMNESTRA, CHORUS. 

Mes. O royal Clytemnestra, from the house 
Hither advance, that thou mayst hear my words.. 

Cly. Hearing thy voice I come, but with affright 
And terror trembling, lest thy coming bring 
Tidings of other woes, beyond what now 1710 

Afflict me. 

Mes. Of thy daughter have I things 
Astonishing and awful to relate. 

Cly. Delay not then, but speak them instantly. 

Mes. Yes, honor'd lady, thou shalt hear them all 
Distinct from first to last, if that my sense 1715 

Disorder' d be not faithless to my tongue. * 
When to Diana's grove and flowery meads 
We came, where stood the assembled host of Greece, 
Leading tby daughter, straight in close array 
Was form'd the band of Argives ; but the chief, 1720 
Imperial Agamemnon, when he saw 
His daughter, as a victim, to the grove 
Advancing, groan'd, and, bursting into tears, 
Turn'd from the sight his head, before his eyes 
Holding his robe. The virgin near bim stood, 1725 
And thus address'd him : — * Father, I to thee 
Am present : for my country, and for all 
The land of Greece, I freely give myself 
A victim : to the altar let them lead me, 
Since such the oracle. If aught on m* YTOfc 
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Depends, be happy, and attaiu the prize 

Of glorious conquest, and revisit safe 

Your country : of the Grecians, for this cause. 

Let no one touch me ; with intrepid spirit 

Silent will I present my neck/ She spoke, 1735 

And all that heard admired the noble soul 

And virtue of the virgin. In the midst 

Talthybius standing, (such his charge,) proclaimed 

Silence to all the host : and Calchas now, 

The prophet, in the golden basket placed, 1740 

Drawn from its sheath, the sharp-edged sword, and 

bound 
The sacred garlands round the virgin's head. 
The son of Peleus, holding in his hands 
The basket and the laver, circled round 
The altar of the goddess, and thus spoke : — 1745 

' Daughter of Jove, Diana, in the chase 
Of savage beasts delighting, through the night 
Who rollest thy resplendent orb, accept 
This victim, which the associate troops of Greece, 
And Agamemnon, our imperial chief, 1750 

Present to thee ; the unpolluted blood, 
Now from this beauteous virgin's neck to flow. 
Grant that secure our fleets may plough the main, 
And that our arms may lay the ramp i red walls 
Of Troy in dust/ The sons of Atreus stood, 1755 

And all the host, fix'd on the ground their eyes. 
The priest then took the sword, preferr'd his prayer, 
And with his eye mark'd where to give the blow. 
My heart with grief sunk in me ; on the earth 
Mine eyes were cast ; when, sudden to the view, 1760 
A wonder ; for the stroke each clearly heard, 
But where the virgin was none knew : aloud 
The priest exclaims, and all the host with shouts 
Rifted the air, beholding from *o\n* ^A 
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A prodigy, which struck their wondering eyes, 1765 

Surpassing faith when seen : for on the ground, 

Panting was laid a hind of largest hulk, 

In form excelling ; with its spouting blood 

Much was the altar of the goddess dew*d. 

Calchas, at this, (think with what joy) exclaim'd : — 

' Ye leaders of the united host of Greece, 1771 

See you this victim, by the goddess brought, 

And at her altar laid, a mountain hind ? 

This, rather than the virgin, she accepts, 

Not with the rich stream of her noble blood 1775 

To stain the altar ; this she hath received * 

Of her free grace, and gives a favoring gale 

To swell our sails, and bear the invading war 

To Ilium : therefore rouse, ye naval train, 

Your courage ; to your ships ; for we this day, 1780 

Leaving the deep recesses of this shore, 

Must pass the JEgetrn sea.' Soon as the flames 

The victim had consumed, he pour'd a prayer, 

That o'er the waves the host might plough their way. 

Me Agamemnon sends, that I should bear 1785 

To thee these tidings, and declare what fate 

The gods assign him, and through Greece to obtain 

Immortal glory. What I now relate 

I saw, for I was present : to the gods 

Thy daughter (be thou well assured) is fled. 1700 

Therefore lament no more, no more retain 

Thy anger 'gainst thy lord : to mortal men 

Things unexpected oft the gods dispense, 

And whom they love they save : this day hath seen 

Thy daughter dead, seen ber alive again. 1705 

Cho. His tidings with what transport do I hear! 
Tby daughter lives, and lives among the gods. 

Cly. And have the gods, my daughter, borne thee 
hence ? 
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How then shall I address thee, or of this 

How deem ? Vain words, perchance, to comfort me, 

And soothe to peace the anguish of my soul. 1801 

Mbs. But Agamemnon comes, and will confirm 
Each circumstance which thou hast heard from me, 

Aga. Lady, we have much cause to think ourselves, 
Touching our daughter, bless'd ; for, 'mongst the gods 
Commercing, she in truth resides. But thee 1806 
Behoves it with thine infant son return 
To Argos, for the troops with ardor haste 
To sail. And now farewell : my greetings to thee 
From Troy will be unfrequent, and at times 1810 

Of distant interval : mayst thou be bless'd ! 

Cho. With joy, Atrides, reach the Phrygian shore; 
With joy return to Greece, and bring with thee 
Bright conquest, and the glorious spoils of Troy ! 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Hector. 

&NEA8. 
DOLON. 

Shepherd. 
Rhesus. # 

Ulybses. 

DlOMED. 

Minerva. 

Paris. 

Charioteer of Rhesus. 

The muse Terpsichore. 

Chorus, consisting of the guards. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The subject of this drama is taken from the tenth book of the 
Iliad, in which Diomed and Ulysses undertake in the night 
to explore the Trojan camp : they meet Dolon, who was 
sent by Hector on the like dangerous adventure, to learn 
the designs of the Grecians : from him they receive infor- 
mation that Rhesus was just arrived to the aid of Troy, and 
encamped separately. After putting their informant to 
death, tlioy ponotrnto to tho tont of tho Thracinn monarch, 
whom they kill, and lead away his celebrated horses. — 

• [The scene is in the Trojan camp, before the tent of Hec- 
tor.] 



HECTOR, CHORUS. 

Cho. Go to the couch of Hector, one that lifts, 
Sleepless, the ponderous shield to guard the chief; 
If haply he will hear what the arm'd youths, 
Who in their course of the four watches hold 
Their nightly post before the troops of Troy, 5 

^ave to relate. Ho, Hector ! ope thine eye, 

That glows with martial terrors ; leave thy bed 
Of leaves low strew'd : the time demands thine ear. 

Hec. Who's this? art thou a friend? who art thou? 
speak! 
What means this clamor? Who, at this late hour 10 
Of night, approach my couch ? You must declare, 

Cho. The out-guards of the camp. 

Hec. What dosi \\\wVow^ 

evrip. vol. 11. * 
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With all this tumult? 

Cho. Be thy courage, prince. 

Not sunk. 

Hec. My courage sinks not : is there form'd 
Some wile of war amid the night ? 

Cho. Not yet. 15 

Hec. Why then, thy station quitting, dost thou raise 
This uproar in the camp, if thou hast naught, 
At this late hour, to tell ? Dost thou not know, 
That nigh the Grecian host, in the open field, 
This night in all our arms we take repose! 20 

Cho. Arm thy confederates, Hector ; to their tents 
Go round ; excite them now to grasp the spear ; 
Rouse them from sleep ; to thine own hand despatch 
Thy friends ; for instant battle rein your steeds. 
Who to Euphorbus goes ? who to the chief, 25 

Sprung from Enropa, that the Lycians leads? 
Where are the inspectors of the victims ? where 
The leaders of the light-arm'd infantry ? 
And where the Phrygian archers ? To your bows, 
Headed with horn, hind well the twanging strings. 30 

Hec. One while thou utterest what to hear is cause 
Of terror ; one while wouldst my courage raise ; 
Nothing explain'd distinct : the waving scourge 
Of Jove-sprung Pan hath struck thee with affright : 
Thy station left, hence dost thou fill the camp 35 

With tumult. Whence thy clamors? What of new 
Hast thou to speak ? For, many though thy words, 
Nothing distinct hath thy relation shown. 

Cho. Hector, the Grecian army kindles fires 
Through all the night : the stations of the ships 40 
With torches blaze : to Agamemnon's tent, 
Ev'n at this hour of darkness, all the troops 

26 Sarpedon, 
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Tumultuous crowd, their expectations raised 
By some fresh rumor. Never, till this nighty 
Reign'd such confusion in the naval camp. 45 

Mistrusting what may be the event, to thee 
This to relate I come, lest haply blame 
From thee for our neglect may light on us, 

Hec. Well art thou come, ev'n were thy tidings 
fraught 
With terror : but these men, to escape mine eye, 60 
Run darkling to their oars, and from this land 
Prepare their flight. Those night-enkindled (ires 
Are to my soul most pleasing. O thou god, 
Whoe'er thou art, that thou shouldst check my course 
Of glory, like a lion of his prey 65 

Despoiled, ere all this A r give host my spear 
Had utterly destroyed ! • Had not the rays 
Of the bright sun declining check'd my arms, 
My victory had I urged, till I had fired 69 

Their ships, and rush'd through their affrighted tents 
Slaughtering the Grecians with this blood-stained hand. 
Nay, I was ardent through the night to urge 
The works of war, the god's successful force 
Employing ; but the wise, and they who know 
The will of Heaven, the seers, advised me wait 65 
The morn's returning light, then on the strand 
Not leave a Grecian : but the Grecians wait not 
The counsels of my seers : a flying slave 
Feels his force active in the shades of night. 
But to the troops quick must I give command 70 

To snatch their ready arms, to rouse from sleep ; 
That some of them, as to their ships they spring, 
Mark'd on the back, may dew the ascent with blood ; 
And some, the captives of the spear, in chains 
May learn to labor in the Phrygian fields. 75 

Cho. Hector, thy warmth impels thee, ere iuforakM 
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Of what is doing : if the men prepare 
For flight, or not, we know not certainly. 
Hec. On what pretext these fires theu through their 

camp? 
Cho. I know not; but my mind mistrusts them 

much. 80 

Hec. If thou fear'st this, thou mayst fear every 

thing. 
Cho. Such fires the foes ne'er kindled till this 

night. 
Hec. Nor ever in the rout so basely fell. 
Cho. This was thy deed: the rest be now thy 

charge. 
Hec. The charge 'gainst foes is simple: arm thy 

hand. 85 

Cho. But, see, with hasty step iEneas comes ; 
Something he bears of import to his friends. 

JENEA8, HECTOR, CH0RU8. 

Mti, Whence is it, Hector, that the watch of 
night 
Come to thy tent ; and what, at this late hour, 
Of terror bring they, which disturbs the camp ? 00 
Hec. jEneas, gird thy martial arms around thee. 
jEn. What cause? Report they aught of secret 
guile 
FormM by the foes amidst the shades of night? 
Hec. They fly, the Grecians fly, they climb their 

ships. 
jEn. What hast thou as undoubted proof of this? 05 
Hec. Through all the night they kindle fires, nor 
wait, 
I ween, the morn : the stations of their ships 
With torches blaze, and to their homes in haste, 
Leaving this land, they hoist their sails for flight. 
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JEu. With what intent arm'st thou for this thy 
hand? 100 

Hec. Them, as they fly, and leap into their ships, 
I with my spear will check, and press on them 
With dreadful vengeance. Shame it were to us, 
And to the shame a hurt, should we permit 
(Thus favor'd by the god) the foes to fly, 105 

Who wrought us all these mischiefs, unattack'd. 

Ms. O, that in counsel thou wert wise, as great 
In arms ! But Nature to no mortal grants 
Knowlege of all things, but to each assigns 
His different part ; to thee to fight, to some 110 

Deliberate prudence. Thou hast heard of fires 
Wide blazing through yon camp, and in the thought 
Exulting that the Grecians fly, wouldst lertd 
Thy troops, and in the settled gloom of night , 
The trenches pass. But shouldst thou find the foe 115 
Not flying from this land, but dauntless fix'd 
To face thy spear, subdued, thou wilt not find 
Easy return to Troy ; for in the rout 
How shall thy troops the rampired trenches pass ? 
Or how thy chariots o'er the incumber' d bridge, 120 
Their spokes, their axles crash'd, regain the field ? 
But shouldst thou conquer, sternly watchful stands 
The son of Peleus : ne'er will be permit 
Thee 'gainst the ships to toss the flaming brands, 
Nor spread such havoc through the Grecian host ; 125 
For he is fiery-fierco, and his arm'd hand 
Resistless. From their martial toils awhile 
Permit me then the troops, beside their shields 
Reclined, to rest: my counsel is to send 
One, whom his courage prompts, to explore what now 
The foes intend : if speedy flight, with speed 131 

Let us advance, and rush upon this host 
OfArgives ; if to aught of aecreA vri\* 
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These watch-fires lead, the purpose of the foe 
Discovered, straight to council let us call 136 

The assembled chiefs. Thou hast what I advise. 

Cho. The advice seems good: change then thy pur- 
pose, prince, 
And thus resolve : a chiefs commands unsafe 
And rash I praise not : what can be devised 
More wise, than of our swiftest youths that one, 140 
Adventuring near, a bold discovery make 
What the foe meditates, what mean these fires 
That blaze before their adverse-station'd prows? 

Hec. Well, since this pleases all, obtain your will. 
Go thou, and still thy social bauds, for soon 145 

The camp may be in motion, having heard 
These nightly counsels. I will send to explore 
The purpose of the foe : if aught of wile 
We learn, thou ah alt hear all, and, present, know 
What is resolved ; but if for hasty flight 150 

They spread their sails, let thy attention wake, 
Expect the trumpet's blast ; for be assured, 
I shall not linger, but this' night be found 
Amidst the thickest of the Grecian host, 
Where their descending vessels plough the strand. 155 

jEn. Send then with speed, for now discretion 
guides 
Thy thought ; and when the occasion calls me forth 
To action, thou shalt see me dare with thee. 

Hec. Who of the Trojans, that are present here 
At these resolves, adventures to explore, 160 

Of his free will, yon fleet? Who for this land 
Takes on him emprise of such high desert ? 
Who speaks ? For not alone cau 1 achieve 
All that my country and allies require. 

Dol. I for my country freely dare to 'tempt 165 
This danger ; I adventure to ex^Vot* 



i 
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Yon fleet ; and, all the counsels, the designs 
Of hostile Greece discovered, will return : 
For this I pledge me to this glorious task. 

Hec. Thus glowing with thy country's love, thy 
name, 170 

Dolon, hast thou deserved: thy father's house, 
Glorious before, more glorious hast thou made. 

Dol. Therefore behoves me toil ; but he that toils 
Deserves his meed : reward, to every work 
Annex'd, gives double life and double grace. 176 

Hec. And this is just ; against it urge I naught : 
Fix on thy meed, aught save my sovereign power. 
Dol. Far from my wish thy power that guards the 

state. 
ITec. Is it to Priam's blood to be allied ? 
Dol. I have no wish above my rank to wed. 180 
Hec. Art thou of gold desirous? We have gold. 
Dol. My house hath store of gold : it knpws no 

want. 
Hec. What wouldst thou then of all that Uium 

holds? 
Dol. Rich gifts, the foe subdued, engage to give. 
Hec. Ask : I will give thee aught, except the 
chiefs. 185 

Dol. Slay them ; nor check from Sparta's king thy 

hands. 
Hec. Wouldst thou receive Oileus' son thy prize ? 
Dol. The ploughman's toil ill suits such delicate 

hands. 
Hec. What captive for his ransom wouldst thou 

ask? 
Dol. I said before my house hath store of gold. 190 
Hec. Come then, and from the spoils choose what 

thou wilt. 
Dol. These to the gods witVuv \Wv\ tam^%V«aiv 
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Hec. Greater than this what prize wilt thou demand? 

Dol. The horses of Achilles: for my toils 
Deserve a worthy meed, since to the chance 195 

Of fortune greatly do I stake my life. 

Hec. These are my wish, the horses thou hast 
ask'd ; 
For they are sprung from an immortal strain, 
Themselves immortal, which the warlike son 
Of Peleus hear : the monarch of the main, 200 

Neptune, who loves to tame the fiery steed, 
Gave them, so fame reports, to Peleus. Yet 
I will not to thy hopes, high raised by me, 
Be false : this glorious prize, to grace thy house, 
The chariot of Achilles, will I give. 205 

Dol. I thank thee : this received, my boast will be, 
Of all the Phrygians, to have gained a prize 
Most glorious for my courage. Nor shouldst thou 
Envy ; for thee a thousand others wait, 
Lord of this land, in which thou mayst delight. 210 

Cho. Great the attempt, and great the meed, at 
which 
Thy thought aspiring aims : if thou obtain it, 
Bless'd wilt thou be ; but glorious is the toil. 
To be allied to kings is also great. 
But this may retribution from the gods 215 

Reward ; from man it seems secure to thee. 

Dol. I go then ; but will visit first my house, 
And there attire me as best suits my task ; 
Thence to the Grecian navy bend my steps. 210 

Cho. What other dress than this wilt thou assume ? 

Dol. What suits the adventure, and my secret walk. 

Cho. From a wise man I would learn something wise : 
Say, in what dress wilt thou array thyself? 

Dol. A wolfs dark hide I o'er my back will throw, 
And in its perfect form his aavs^fc WA «aa& I 
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Place on my head : then prone upon my hands, 

My arms his legs resembling, on four feet, 

With imitated step, not by the foes 

Detected, as a wolf I will approach 

Their trenches, and the outworks of their ships : 230 

But when I tread on ground remote from sight, 

Erect I walk : this is my artful plan. 

Cho. And may the son of Maia, Mercury, 
The king that guards the artificer of wiles, 
Thither conduct thee safe, and back again. 235 

Thou hast thy task, and may success be thine. 

Dol. Safe will I come, and, having slain the king . 
Of Ithaca, will bring thee back his head, 
(Holding this certain proof, thou shalt confess 
That 1 talon to the Argive navy went) 240 

Or Diomed's : With not tin bloodied hand 
Will 1 return ere morning's orient light. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

O thou, who lovest the hallow'd ground to tread 

Of Delos, and the Lycian shrine, 

Thymbraean Phoebus, power divine, 246 

Thy bright locks waving on thy sacred head, 

Grasping thy silver bow, O, come ! 
Guide thou his steps through night's dark shade ; 

Safe let the bold adventurer roam : 

O, guard him, and thy Dardans aid ; 250 

For us thy mighty power employ, 
Thou, who didst build the ancient walls of Troy ! 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

The Grecian fleet, the Grecian camp to explore, 
Safe through night's dangers let him go ; 
Then, known the counsels of iVe toe, *&*> 

Safe to bis household gods the youlYi tfesXot*. 
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Beneath my lord's avenging spear. 

When Greece through all her squadrons bleeds, 
Him let the well-earn'd chariot bear, 

Drawn by the immortal Phthian steeds ; 5260 
Steeds, which, obedient to the rein. 
To Pel e us gave the monarch of the main. 

STROPHE II. 

For he, his household gods to save, 

And greatly for his country brave, 

Alone dares trace the dangerous shore, 265 

Alone the hostile camp explore. 

O, how this generous ardor I admire ! 
Rare, very rare, the great and good : 
Yet, when the wild, tempestuous flood 
Rolls the terrific tide of arms, 270 

And shakes the state with fierce alarms, 

Some dauntless Phrygian glows with martial fire ; 

A fire which sometimes warms ev'n Mysia's train, 

Who my confederates hold in deep disdain. 

ANTISTIIOPHE II. 

Amidst their tents what Grecian found 276 

Shall our invading warrior wound, 

As prone with mimic tread he goes, 

In form a wolf, among the foes? 
O, may the Spartan bleed beneath his sword ! 

Might he, their chief among the dead, 280 

Hew from the bleeding trunk his head, 

And bear it back to Helen's view, 

That her ill nuptials she may rue, 
Mourning the brother of ber former lord, 
Who for a wanton, furious to destroy, 286 

Led in a thousand ships his troops to Troy ! 

8HEPUERD, HECTOR, CHORUS. 

Shep. Prince, may *tt e\ex \» ^J <to«%*\&\*« 



RHESUS. 219 

Such tidings to my lords, as now I bring. 

Hbc. Tou rustics are too simple: thou art come, 
Something, I ween, relating to the flocks, 290 

In hour unmeet, to tell thy lords now arm'd. 
Dost thou not know my house ? Dost thou not know 
My father's royal mansion ? There behoves thee 
Proclaim aloud the welfare of the flocks. 

Shep. We shepherds are too simple : yet what now 
I bring thee merits thy attention, prince. 296 

Hec. Forbear, nor tell me of thy rural charge : 
War in our hands and warlike arms we bear. 

Shep. Of these I come to tell thee ; for a chief, 
Leading his mighty powers, a friend to thee, 300 

Marches in haste to aid this land in war. 

Hec. Whence is he ? From what country doth he 
come? 

Shep. From Thrace ; by fame reported Strymon's 
son. 

Hec. Doth Rhesus, say'st thou, tread on Trojan 
ground ? 

Shep. Thy knowlege hath relieved me from much 
talk. 306 

Hec. O'er Ida's heights why doth he hold his march, 
In devious error from the car-track'd plains ? 

Shep. I know not with assurance ; but my thoughts 
Conjecture : not amiss through night's dark shades 
He takes his toilsome march o'er Ida's heights, 310 
Hearing the plains were fill'd with troops of foes. 
Great terror to the swains, who on the steeps 
Of Ida dwell, the sacred soil whence sprung 
The Trojan race, he caused, as in the night 
He through the forest, haunt of beasts, advanced ; 3UT 
For loud the stream of Thracians pour'd along. 
Struck with amaze, we to the summits dxvvQ 
Our Bocks, Jest from the host of Greece ft.\ra&& 
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Were come to ravage, and lay waste tby folds j 

But soon their voice was heard distinct, and known 

Not to be Grecian : then we ceased to fear ; 321 

Down to the troops, advanced to explore the pass, 

I went, and ask'd them, in the Thracian tongue, 

Who was the chief, and whence, that led to Troy 

His social arms? Inform 'd of all I wish'd 325 

To know, I stood, and Rhesus, like a god 

High on his car, whirl'd by his Thracian steeds, 

Beheld : their necks, white as the winter's snow, 

A plate of gold closed round ; the forms of shields 

In gold emblazoned on their shoulders shone : 330 

In brass a Gorgon on their froutals, such 

As on the aegis of Minerva, bound, 

With many a ringing boss, excites dismay. 

The number of his forces by no means 

Could I compute, for far beyond the view 335 

The files extended ; but his cavalry 

Is numerous ; numerous is the thick array 

Of those that carry shields, of those that bend 

The bow in fight ; and numerous is the train 

Of light-arm'd troops clad in the Thracian vest. 340 

Such is the chief, who to the aid of Troy 

Advances : him, nor flying nor his spear 

Opposing, shall the sou of Peleus 'scape. 

Cho. When to a state the gods intend success, 
Calamities to blessings soon advance. 345 

Hec. I shall find many friends, since my strong 
spear 
Insures the conquest ours, and Jove is with us. 
But these I want not, who declined to share 
Our toils before, when the rude breath of war 
Shook with tempestuous violence our sails. 350 

Kbesus hath given full ^roof how firm a friend 
He was to Troy ', Cot \o W* te*s\\v* wumi\ 
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But the bold hunters, when they won the prey, 
He join'd not, nor assisted with his spear. 

Cho. Well dost thou blame, and hold such friends 
in scorn ; 355 

Yet such as wish to aid the state receive. 

Hbc. Sufficeth it we guard the towers of Troy. 

Cho. Art thou assured that conquest now is thine ? 

Hec. I am : and this the approaching dawn shall 
show. 359 

Cho. Regard the future : change oft Fortune works. 

Hec. Aid, that comes late to friends, my soul abhors. 

Shep. Prince, to reject our friends gives cause of 
blame : 
His sight alone would strike the foe with dread. 

Clio. Since he advances, not ns nit ally, 
But as a friend, with hospitable rites 365 

Receive him : of bis aid the grace is lost. 

Hec. Just thy advice [to the Chorus], and timely 
was thy heed. [to the Shepherd.] 

In all his golden arms, on thy report, 
Let Rhesus come, and aid this state in war. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Daughter of Jove, avenging power, 370 

The tongue's vain boast restrain : 
My thoughts, on this important hour, 
My soul is bent to explain. 
Son of the Thracian river, dost thou come, 

Come to thy friend, a grateful guest, 375 

To grace his hall, to share his feast? 
For thee, at length, from thy far-distant home, 
Thy mother, nymph of the Pierian spring, 
And, graced with many a bridge, the river Strymon, 
bring. 



222 EURIPIDES. 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

As in his stream the tuneful Muse 380 

Delights her limbs to lave, 

Her charms the enraptured Strymon views, 
Rolls on, in form a wave ; 
Curls on her chaste breast, and becomes thy sire. 

To me thou comest a radiant Jove, 385 

As swift thy snow-white coursers move. 
Now, O my country, Phrygia, now respire ; 
The favoring god repels these dire alarms, 
Jove the Deliverer comes, and present aids thy arms. 

STROPHE 11. 

Once more shall ancient Troy prolong 390 

In feasts the joyful day ; 

Ouce more awake the jocund song, 
And Love's sweet voice obey : 
The grape's rich juice shall flow around once more. 

The sons of At re us o'er the main 395 

Shall seek their Spartan realms again, 
And fly with wild dismay the Trojan shore. 
This by thy spear achieved, thy thundering hand, 
Mayst thou with glory go, and grace thy native land ! 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

Come then, appear ; thy shield of gold, 400 

Before Pelides' eyes, 

On thy strong arm obliquely hold : 
High on thy car arise ; 
Lash thy fleet steeds, and shake thy pointed spear. 

None, who against thee dares advance, 406 

Shall join in Juno's fane the dance, 
And in her rites a part at Argos bear : 
His fate, beneath the Thracian javelin slain, 
To lie, a grateful load, on Troy's ensanguined plain. 

O mighty king! T\\ow, TUrace, hast gallantly 410 
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Train'd/jthis young lion : kingly is his port. 



his puissant limbs inclosed in goldft 
Hear you the bosses of his shield, how loud 
They ring? A god, O Troy, the god of war 
Himself advances, the Strymonian, son 415 

Of the melodious Muse, to cheer thy toils* 

RHESUS, HECTOR, CHORUS. 

Rhb. Hail, noble offspring of a noble sire, 
Chief of this country, Hector! I address thee 
After long interval of time : but thus 
To see thy state successful, thus to see 420 

Thy arms within their bulwarks coop the foes, 
Gives my soul joy. I too am come to raze 
Their walls, and 'midst their ships to hurl the flames. 

II ec. Son of tho Thracian Strymon, and the Muse 
Thy tuneful mother, always do I love 425 

To speak the truth ; I bear no double mind. 
Long since behoved it thee, long since, to come, 
And share the toils of Troy ; nor, far as lies 
In thee, to suffer her to fall beneath 
The hostile spear of Greece. Thou wilt not say 43(1 
That, because not invited by thy friends, 
Thou didst not come, nor succor, nor regard us. 
What herald, or what embassy from Troy 
Came not, imploring thee to aid our state ? 
What gifts, to do thee grace, did we not send ? 435 
But thou, by blood allied, and of the race 
Barbaric, for thy part hast yielded us, 
Though of barbaric race, a prey to Greece. 
Yet from thy small domain I with this hand 
Advanced thee to the wide-extended rule 440 

Of Thrace, when round Pangaeus, and again, 
In the Paeonian land, I boldly charged 
The Thracian chiefs in front, and broke the shield ; 



224 EURIPIDES. 

That people thus I made obedient to thee. 
But, spurning at the grace of these good deeds, 445 
Thou comest the last to aid thy laboring friends. 
Of those, who, naught allied to us by blood, 
Came early, some have fallen in fight, and lie 
Beneath the high-raised tombs, no slender proof 
Of their firm faith : some here in martial arms, 450 
And near their harness'd cars, the night's chill breath 
And the sun's scorching fire abiding, bear 
With manly resolution ; not, like thee, 
Lolling on couches, with repeated draughts 
Drain the capacious goblet circling round. 455 

I charge thee with this blame ; that thou mayst know 
Hector's free soul, I speak it to thy face. 
Rhe. And such am I; the plain straight path of 
truth 
I hold : I likewise bear no double mind. 
Indignant at my absence from this land, 460 

My heart was touch'd with greater grief than thine ; 
But the wild Scythians bordering on my realms, 
As I prepared my march to Troy, against me 
Banded in arms : I, o'er the Euxine sea 
To pass my forces, to its shore advanced ; 465 

There on the ground the Scythians roll'd in blood, 
Gored by the spear, and in the carnage mix'd 
The Thracians : this mischance retarded me, 
That to the fields of Troy, to aid thy arms, 
I came not : but when now their force in fight 470 
Was wasted, and their sons as hostages 
Given up, the annual tribute to my house 
Appointed to be brought, I come, in ships 
Crossing the narrow sea, my painful march 
Held o'er the frontiers of the land on foot : 475 

Not, as thou hast reproach'd me, in my house 
With gold resplendent \o\V\w% on the couch, 
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Draining the goblet ; but the freezing winds, 

That o'er Proonia and the Thracian sea 

Rage wildly, sleepless in this vest close- clasp'd, 480 

I felt, I bore. If I come late, in time 

Yet am I come : but thou (the lingering war 

To the tenth year protracted) dost not yet 

Accomplish aught, day wasting after day, 

The war with Greece as with the sportive die 485 

Continued : but for me to storm their towers, 

To force the works that guard their ships, and slay 

These Grecians, shall the course of one bright sun 

Suffice ; the next from Ilium march I back 

To Thrace, brief end to all thy labors given. 490 

But now of you let not one grasp the shield ; 

For I will check the vaunt of Greece in arms, 

And spread the slaughter wide, though late I came. 

Cho. (Friendly, O, friendly is thy voice ; from Jove 
Thou comest our friend alonej The vengeful force 495 
Of envy from thy words may Jove supreme 
Will to avert ! The hostile fleet of Greece, 
Nor in past time, nor now, hath brought a chief 
Excelling thee. How can Achilles, how 
Can Ajax thy strong spear in fight sustain ? 500 

O, may I this day see thy hands, with blood 
Distain'd, the glorious prize of conquest win ! 

Rhb. For my long absence this will I for thee 
Achieve : forgive me, Nemesis, the boast 1 
When from the foe this city we have freed, 505 

And to the gods the first-fruits of the spoils 
Thou hast selected, 'gainst the Argive land 
Warm is my wish with thee to march, and spread 
Through all the states of Greece the waste of war, 
That they may learn to feel their share of ills. 510 

Hec. Might I, disburden'd of this present ill, 
Confirm the state in safety, as before, 

EVR1P. vol. n. ^ 
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I to the gods should owe most grateful praise : 

But to waste Argos and the states of Greece 

With war, is not so easy as thou deemest. 615 

Rhe. Are not the bravest of the Grecians here? 

Hec. We scorn them not, but strive to chase them 
hence. . 

Rhe. The whole then, slaying these, shall we 
achieve. 

Hec. For distant views the present slight not now. 

Rhe. Tame wouldst thou suffer, nor repay the 
wrong ? 620 

Hec. O'er a wide empire here my sway extends : 
Hut, as it likes thee best, in the left wing, 
Or in the right, or in the centre, join'd 
The social troops, to fix the shield, and range 
Thy powers in firm array, the choice is thine. 625 

Rhe. Hector, it is my wish against the foe 
To fight alone ; but if thou deem it shame, 
Since thou before hast toil'd such length of time, 
Not to hurl flames, with me, against their ships, 
Place me, opposed to Achilles and his troops, 630 

Hec. 'Gainst him thou canst not point thy furious 
spear. 

Rhe. Fame hath reported that he sail'd to Troy. 

Hec. He sail'd, and is here present ; but, enraged 
Against the chiefs, lifts not his spear with them. 

Rhe. Who of their host, next him, hath gain'd re- 
nown? 535 

Hec. Ajax in naught inferior do I hold, 
Or the brave son of Tydeus: in their host, 
The glozing orator, Ulysses, bears 
A soul daring enough : he to this land 
Hath done the greatest mischief: to the shrine 640 
Of Pallas late he work'd his way, and bore 
By stealth her sacred image to the ships 
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Of Argos : next a fraudful vagrant, dress'd 

Mean in a beggar's garb, our r am pired .walls 

He enter'd, uttering curses on the Greeks, 545 

From whom he came a spy ; then made escape, 

Murdering the guards, and those that at the gates 

Were stationed : some close ambush, some dark 

fraud, 
He always plans, and near the city lurks 
At the Thymbraan altar : 'gainst his wiles 550 

We strive with anxious wariness to guard. 
RHE.fffo brave man e'er would deign with secret 

guile 
To slay a foe, but meets him front to frony 
(Him who, thou say'st, in wily ambush lurks, 
Planning his dark devices, I will seize 555 

AHve, and fix him on a stake impaled 
Without the gates, to gorge the birds of prey : 
A robber, and a plunderer of the gods 
Deserves by such a rigorous doom to die.J 

Hec. Now in your tents repose : it yet is night. 560 
I to the place will lead thee, where thy troops 
May rest till morn, apart from stations fill'd. 
Our watch-word, if occasion aught requires, 
Is Phoebus :. in thy memory fix it deep, 
And give it round to all the Thracian host. 565 

Go you, [to the. Guard] before the lines hold wakeful 

guard, 
'And Dolon, sent to explore the Grecian fleet, 
Receive ; for, if he safely wins his way, 
Ev'n now he to the Trojan camp draws near. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

Who now before the camp keeps guard ? 570 

Who to relieve me is prepared ? 



228 . EURIPIDES. 

The stars are sinking from the skies ; 
The rising Pleiads show the approach of day : 

High in mid heaven the eagle flies : 

Awake, arise : why this delay? 575 

Awake, the watch forbids repose : 
See, the pale moon a fainter lustre throws : 

The dawn is nigh, the dawn appears. 

See you yon star the heavens adorn ? 

'Tis the bright harbinger of morn : 580 

New-risen, his gold-encircled head he rears. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Whose first the charge the watch to hold? 

SEMICHORUS. 

Choroebus, son of Mygdon old. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Who next the task sustain ? 

SEMICHORUS. 

Preonia's troops awoke Cilicia's host. 585 

SEMICHORUS. 

The Mysians roused our train. 

SEMICHORUS. 

For the fifth watch the Lycians take their post, 
By lot assign'd, and this the hour : 
Let us then go, and raise their power. 

ANT1STR0PHE. 

Where silver Simois winds along, 500 

I hear the sweet bird's mournful song : 
High-seated on some waving spray, 
To varying chords the warbling nightingale 
Attempers her melodious lay, 
And pours her sorrows through the vale. 505 

574 When the infant Jupiter was nursed in a cave in Crete, 
the bees brought him ambrosia, the eagle nectar; for which, 
when he obtained the kingdom of his father, he made this 
bird immortal, and placed him in the skies. 
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The flocks now feed on Ida's height ; 
Loud shrills the pastoral pipe, and charms the night. 

O sleep, I feel thy soothing power : 

Gently it creeps my eyes to close, 

And seal them in a calm repose : 600 

Sweet thy approach in morn's o'erlabor'd hour. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Why comes not he, who dared to go, 
By Hector sent, to explore the foe ? 

8EMICI10RU8. 

His long stay wakes my fear. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Should he, on secret ambush fallen, be slain, 605 

Soon we his loss shall hear. 

SEMICHORUS. 

The night's fifth watch demands the Lycian train, 
By lot assigned, and this the hour: 
Let us then go, and raise their power. 

ULYSSES, DIOMED. 

Ulys. Didst thou, Tydides, hear the sound of 
arms, 610 

Or doth imagination mock my sense ? 

Dio. No ; 'tis the clashing of the iron chains, 
Which at their cars detain the steeds : I heard 
With fear, till I their rattling mark'd distinct. 

Ulys. Look through the gloom, lest on the guards 
thou light. 615 

Dio. Dark as it is, with caution will I tread. 

Ulys. The watch- word, shouldst thou rouse them, 
well thou know'st. 

Dio. I heard from Dolon, Phoebus is the word. 

Ulys. Ha ! Not a foe within' these tents I see. 

Dio. Yet Dolon said that these are Hector's tents.* 
To gore whose breast I grasp \\A« poVate^ v£«ut« ^N 
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Ulys. What means this? Are they gone to seize 
some post? 

Dio. Some wile of war, perchance, against us 
form'd. 

Ulys. Hector is bold, now his arms prosper, bold. 

Dio. What shall we do, Ulysses? For this man 625 
We find not in his tent : our hopes have fail'd. 

Ulys. Return we to the station of our ships 
With speed. The god, that gives his arms success, 
Saves him : 'gainst Fortune we should not contend. 

Dio. Against iEneas let us then advance, 630 

Or Paris, whom of all the Phrygians most 
We hate, and with our swords hew off their heads. 

Ulys. Them in the night, and 'midst a host of foes, 
How wilt thou seek, and without danger slay? 

Dio. Shame were it should we to the ships return, 
No signal deed against the foe achieved. 636 

Ulys. No deed achieved? From Dolon slain, the 
spy 
To explore our camp, preserve we not these spoils ? 
Or dost thou ween to spread destruction wide 
Through all the host? Think better; be advised; 640 
Let us return : may we in this succeed ! 

MINERVA, ULYSSES, D10MED. 

Min. What! would you quit the station of the foe, 
And hence, your hearts with anguish rent, retreat ? 
If Hector by your hands to bleed the god 
Grants not, or Paris, are you not informed, 646 

That Rhesus, with a mighty train, is come 
To aid the arms of Troy ? If through this night 
He lives till morning dawns, him nor the spear 
Of Ajax or Achilles will restrain, 
But he will storm your rampires, in his might 650 
Force his way wide within 1fofc cta**«a&, i««^ 
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Through all the naval stations of the Greeks 

Wild havoc. If he fall beneath thy sword, • 

All is achieved. The tents of Hector then 

Forbear, and all thy thoughts of carnage here ; 655 

For death awaits him from another hand. . 

Ulys. Royal Minerva, (for that well-known voice 
Is to mine ear familiar, in my toils 
Since thou art always present to my aid,) 
Say, in what quarter doth the Thracian sleep 1 660 
Where, 'midst the wide barbaric host, his tent? . •' 

Min. Near is he station'd, not among the host 
Embodied, but without the lines his place 
Hector assigned till morn succeeds to night. 
Behind the Thracian cars his snowy steeds . 665 

Are bound, conspicuous through the night's dark 

gloom ; 
For, like the plumage of the river swan, 
They shine : their lord first slain, lead these away, 
A glorious prize ; for no such harness'd steeds 
The earth in all its wide extent contains. 670 

Ulys. Rush thou, Tydides, on the Thracian train ; 
Or give that task to me, seize thou the steeds. • 

Dio. Mine be the work of slaughter ; manage thou 
The steeds, for thou art skill'd in each fine art, 
And wise of thought : to each should be assigned 675 
Employ, where most his powers may be of use. 

Min. But Paris towards us through the lines I 
see 
Approaching : from some night-guard hath he heard 
Uncertain rumor of advancing foes. 

Dio. Comes he, a train attending, or alone ? 680 

Min. Alone, to Hector's tent, as it should seem, 
He comes, to bear these tidings of the watch. 

Dio. Ought not his blood then first to stain our 
swords ? 
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Min. Thou canst not more than is decreed: the 
fates 
Allow not that beneath thy hand he die. 685 

'Gainst whom thou art come to raise the deadly sword, 
Haste* To this man the semblance will I wear 
Of Venus, his associate power, at hand 
To aid him in his labors ; and amuse 
With vain discourse the man I hate : for he, 690 

Near though he be, hears not our words, nor knows 
Who by thy daring hand ev'n now must bleed. 

MINERVA, PARIS. 

Par. Leader of Troy's brave hosts, my brother, thee, 
Hector, I call : sleep'st thou ? I must awake thee. 
A body of the foes are nigh our camp 695 

Advanced, or ruffian spoilers, or some spies. 

Min. Resume thy courage : Venus, favoring power, 
Protects thee ; of thy war the care is mine ; 
For, not unmindful of the honor shown 
To me, that grace received I recompense : 700 

And now to Troy's victorious troops I come, 
Leading a man, to thee a potent friend, 
The Thracian son of the melodious Muse 
Divine, and Strymon, whom he boasts his sire. 

Par. Always art thou benevolent to Troy : 705 

I, when I judged thee, goddess, to my life 
The richest ornament, and to this state, 
Thy favoring power (with pride I speak it) won. 
Nothing distinct I heard, but 'raongst the guards 
A rumor ran, that from the Grecian camp 710 

Come spies : he saw them not, who told me this ; 
And, he, who saw them, hath not what to say j 

Assured : for this to Hector's tent I came. i 

. Min. Be not dismay 'd ; no danger threats the camp :. 
Hector is gone to appoint the TYkUtitaro? % ^wfc* 716 
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Par. I rest assured, confiding in thy words, 
And go to guard my station, free from fear. 

Min. Go : be assured all this shall be my care, 
To see my friends successful : thou shalt know 

How prompt I am to aid them. Now to you, 720 

Most loved of mortals, I address my words : 

Son of Laertes, sheathe your reeking blades ; 

The Thracian chief lies by your hands ; his steeds 

Are seized ; the enemies, alarm'd, advance 

Against us. With what speed you may, retire, 725 

Fly to your vessels ; why delay (the storm 

Of foes thus rolling on) to save yourselves ? 

ULYSSES, DIOMED, CHORUS. 

Clio. Halloo, halloo! strike, strike, strike, strike, 
kill, kill. 
What man is this ? Look here : of him I speak ; 
Thieves, that for plunder in the night disturb 730 

The camp : come hither, hither all with speed. 

I have them, I have seized them. What hast thou 

To say ? whence comest thou ? who art thou ? Speak. 

Ulys. 'Tis not for thee to know : if thou dost aught 
Of outrage, thou shalt die for it this day. 735 

Cho. Wilt thou not give the watch-word, ere my 
spear 
Pierce through thy breast? 

Ulys. Advance not : fear no ill. 

Cho. Go near him, some one ; strike him ; strike 
him all. 

Ulys. Wouldst thou slay Rhesus? 

Cho. Thou hast fallen on one 

That will slay thee. 

Ulys. Hold your hands all. 

Cho. My hatida 74A 

I will not hold. 

Vl ys. Thou wouldst no\ Y.V& * .ifw*&X 
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Cho. Then give the watch-word. 

Ulys. Phoebus. 

Cho. 'Tis the word. 

Check each his spear. Know'st thou where went the 
men? 

Sem. This way we saw them. 

Sem. Each pursue their steps, 

Or raise the alarm. 

Sem. But to alarm our friends 745 

Is dreadful in the tumult of the night. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

What man goes there? 
Who of his daring soul shall proudly boast, 
Escaped my lifted spear ? 
Where shall I find the secret foe ? 750 

His form by what resemblance know? 
Amidst the nightly guards, the station'd host, 
Who dares to take his dauntless way ? 
Doth he Thessalia's chief obey ? 
Or is he of the Locrian baud, 755 

That dwell along the wave-wash'd shore ? 
Or doth his birth some hoar isle boast, 
Of those that love to roam from coast to coast ? 
Who is he? whence? and what his native land ? 
Whom as supreme of gods doth he adore ? 760 

Sem. Charge we Ulysses with this deed, or whom? 
Sem. Whom else, if we conjecture from the past? 
Sem. On him then dost thou charge this? 
Sem. And with cause. 

Sem. 'Gainst us indeed his courage is most bold. 
Sem. What courage? Whom dost thou command? 
Sem. Ulysses. 765 

Sem. Praise not a Ti\£\AVf \f3Ltotrt% Xx^Owswu, 
spear. 



RHESUS. 235 



CHORUS. 



ANTISTROPHE. 

In times long past 
He came to Troy : rheum seem'd to gall his eyes ; 
And, o'er his shoulders cast, 
A coarse and tatter'd rohe he wore, 770 

In which conceal'd a sword he bore : 
Thus, in a vagrant's mean disguise, 

He begg'd his bread, and crept along, 
Amusing with slight tricks the throng : 
Matted and wild his locks, o'erspread 775 

With filth, which knew no cleansing hand ; 
And 'gainst the royal chiefs his tongue 
With loud reproach and keenest curses rung. 
O, had just vengeance burst upon bis head, 
Ere his vile footsteps mark'd the Phrygian strand ! 780 

Srm. Be this his deed, or be it not, I fear 
Hector will charge much blame on us the guard. 
Sem. Objecting what? 

Sem. Suspicion may arise— 

Sem. What dost thou? what dismays thee? 
Sem. That through us 

He pass'd. 
Sem. ' Who pass'd? 

Sem. They, to the Phrygian camp 785 

Who came this night. 

Charioteer of Rhesus at a distance. 

Ah me ! unhappy me ! 
O cruel Fortune ! 

Sem. Hush ! be silent all. 

Sem. Rouse you : perchance one comes within the 

toils. 
Cha. O dire mischance to the cotktetetsXa Vw*\fc 



236 EURIPIDES. 

Of Thrace! 

Sem. Who rents these groans? 

Cha. Unhappy me ! 790 

Unhappy king of Thrace, in that thou hast seen 
This most detested Troy ! O, what an end 
Of life is thine ! 

Cho. Who of our social troops 

Art thou ? Through night's dark gloom mine eyes per- 
ceive 
But dimly, nor distinguish who thou art. 706 

Charioteer advancing* 

Where shall I find some prince of Troy? Or where 
Beneath his shield hath Hector spread his couch ? 
What chief of this wide host shall I inform 
What hath befallen us, what a dreadful deed 
Some secret hand, that disappears, hath done ; 800 
A deed, that works the Thraciaus open wo? 

Cho. Some mischief to the Thracian host, it seems, 
Hath chanced, as far as from his words I learn. 

Cha. Despair hath seized our host; our king is 
fallen, 804 

Fallen by a treacherous blow. This bleeding wound, 
O, how it tortures me ! What death hath fate 
Assigu'd me ? for inglorious I must die, 
With Rhesus, to the aid of Troy who came. 

Cho. These evils not obscurely he relates, 
But clearly, shows us that our friends are fallen. 810 

Cha. Ill hath been wrought us, and besides the ill, 
Shame, which the ill with double anguish loads. 
To die with glory, if a man must die, 
To him that dies is mournful ; nature thus 
Ordains : but to the living, to his house, 815 

Is triumph, is renown : but we are fallen 
Unthinking and ingtariowt. \f\jroi w» \*»x 
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Hector assign' d, the watch- word given, we sleep, 

Stretch 'd on the ground, tired with the toilsome inarch ; 

Nor nightly watch was held, nor in our ranks 820 

Were our arms laid ; nor closed the yokes that join 

Our coursers to the car : for that our king 

Was well assured of your victorious arms, 

And that you wait with morn to attack the ships, 

Careless we rest, on our low beds reposed* 825 

My sleep forsook me soon, with thoughtful heart 

Intent with liberal hand to feed my steeds, 

At early dawn to yoke them for the fight 

Expecting ; but two men, through night's thick gloom, 

Hovering about our camp mine eyes discern : 830 

Soon as I moved, they shrunk away, and back 

Withdrew: I spoke, and charged them not to come 

Near to our troops, for from the social hands 

I deem'd them wretches forth to pilfer stray 'd. 

Naught answer'd they, nor knew I more ; for now 835 

I to my bed return'd, and slept again > 

And in my sleep imagination wrought 

This impress on my mind : I saw two wolves, 

As in a dream one sees, vault on the backs 

Of the white steeds, which oft I fed, and oft 840 

Governed their reins, attendant on my lord : 

Mounted they lash them ; from their bossy bits 

They snorted, and indignant bounded high. 

To free the coursers from the savages 

I roused me ; for the terror of the night ' 845 

Broke off my sleep : raising my head, I hear 

The groans of dying men ; and the warm blood, 

Fresh gushing from my slaughter' d lord, who lay 

Gasping in death, spouts on me : up I spring, 

My hand unarm'd ; whilst for my spear I search, 850 

A man of vigorous force drove through my side 

His sword : I felt the weapon, and te<&VNfe& 
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A deep and ghastly wound : prone to the earth 
I fall : they seized the haruess'd steeds, and fled. 
Ah me, the anguish of my wound ! no more 855 

Can I stand upright : this calamity 
I know, for I beheld it : by what means 
The slain were stretch'd in death, I cannot say, 
Nor by what hand ; but my conjecture deems 
That from our friends these direful ills we feel. 800 
Cho. Thou, who didst guide the slaughtered Thra- 
cian's car, 
Charge not these deeds but on the foe. And see, 
Hector, informed of your misfortunes, comes : 
His look declares his sorrow at your ills. 864 

HECTOR, CHARIOTEER, CHORUS. 

Hec. How, ye perfidious workers of base deeds, 
How through your station did these spies of Greece 
Pass undiscover'd, and amidst the host * 

This carnage spread ; and you, nor when the camp 
They enter'd, nor at their departure, check'd 
Their passage ? Whom of these shall chastisement 
Requite, but thee ? for thee to guard the host 871 

Thy charge appointed : they have made escape 
Unhurt, with many a bitter scoff deriding 
The unmanly sloth of Troy, and me its chief. 
But be you well assured (thou, sire, supreme, 875 
Be witness to my oath !) the scourge, or death 
Awaits thee for thy vile offence ; or deem 
Hector a mean, tame wretch of no accouut. 

Cho. Distress, ah me ! severe distress is mine. 

mighty prince, thou guardian of the state, 880 
Then came he, when, a messenger to thee, 

1 brought thee tidings that the Grecian host, 
Through all their naval stations, kindled fires. 
My wakeful eye hal\\ IYitqu^U the night nor slept, 
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Nor wink'd. Ah, let not, by the sacred fount 885 
Of Simois, let not, royal chief, thy wrath 
Fall on me : of all this not mine the blame. 
If in time past improper deed or word 
In me thou e'er hast mark'd, beneath the earth 
Sink me alive ; no mercy I implore. 800 

Cha. Why dost thou menace these? With forged 

pretence, 
Barbaric thou, my sense why seek to cheat, 
My race barbaric too ? Thou didst this deed : 
Nor those who lie in death, nor we who bleed, 
Admit another : long must be thy speech 896 

And wise, wouldst thou persuade me that thy friends 
Fell not by thee, through thy desire to seize 
The coursers, for whose sake thy bloody hand 
Murders thy friends, with much intreaty woo'd 
To aid thy arms : they came, they perish'd here. 900 
With better grace each hospitable rite . 
Did Paris violate, than thou, whose hand 
Hath slaughtered thy allies. Nay, tell not me 
Some Grecian came, and stain'd our tents with gore. 
Who undiscover'd through the Trojan bands 905 

Could pass, and come to us ? Thou wast encamp'd 
Before us, with the Phrygians : who of these 
Is wounded ? who of all thy social troops 
Is slain, the foe assaulting, as thou say'st, 
By stealth ? But we are wounded : a worse fate,. 910 
Some suffering, view no more the sun's bright beams. 
Plain truth to speak, no Grecian we accuse. 
What foe, his foot directing through the night, 
Could find where Rhesus lay, unless some god 
Guided his murderers? Nay, they nothing knew 915 
Of his arrival : this is all pretence. 
Hec. Long our allies with ours have join'd their 

arms, 
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E'er since the Grecians 'gainst this land advanced : 

With no ill deed have I been charged by these* 

Should 1 begin with thee ? Such fond desire 920 

To gain the coursers ne'er could seize my heart. 

That for their sake my hand should slay my frieuds. 

This was Ulysses : of the Grecian host, 

Who else could do, who else devise this deed ? 

I fear him : and my mind is much distress*d, 925 

Lest Dolon lights upon him, and is slain ; 

For he is absent long, nor yet appears. 

Cha. Of your Ulysses nothing do I know ; 
But from no foe these wounds have we received. 

Hec. Think so, since so thou art resolved to think. 

Cha. How, O my country, shall I die in thee? 931 

Hec. Die not : already have we deaths enough. 

Cha. Where shall I turn me, of my lord deprived? 

Hec. My bouse shall shelter thee, and heal thy 
wound. 

Cha. How shall the hands of murderers work my 
cure? 935 

Hec. He will not cease repeating the same tale. 

Cha. May he that did it perish ! not 'gainst thee 
Aims my tongue this ; chafe not : but Justice knows. 

Hec. Conduct him to my house ; attend him so 
That he may not complain. Go, you, (for thus 940 
Behoves it us,) to those within the walls ; 
To Priam and his senate white with age, 
Give notice, to the slain that they assign, 
Nigh meeting roads frequented much, their tombs. 944 

Cho. Why from thy glorious triumphs back to 
woes, 
O Troy, doth Fortune throw thee, changed thy state ? — 
Ah me, portentous this ! Above our heads, 
What power divine, O king, bears in her arms 
The chief late slain I I tremble at the sight. 
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MUSE, HECTOR, CHORUS. 

Muse. Trojans, behold : the Muse among the wise 
In honor held, one of the sacred Nine, 951 

I deign my presence, seeing this my son 
Slain by the foes so piteously. The time 
Will come, when he, who slew him, train'd in wiles, 
Ulysses, shall receive a worthy meed. 955 

MUSE. 
^ 8TR0PHE. 

/jFor thee, my son, these tears that start 
Dew with no foreign grief mine eyes : 
What anguish rends a mother's heart ! . 
What scenes of blood before me rise 1 j 
Ah, what a way to Troy's ensanguined plain \ 960 
(Whilst on thy march attendant wait 
The ill-omen'd train of gloomy fate) 
Did thy steps trace ! A mother's tears in vain,/ 
Jn vain a father's prayers oppose. ,.. ,</ 
LAlas, my griefs, my torturing woes ! ^ v " ' 965 
For thee, how dear, I heave the groan, 
Ah me, my son, my son ! 

Cho. Far as beseems a stranger to thy blood, 
Tby griefs I pity, and lament thy son. 

. MUSE. 
ANTISTROPHE. 

Perish the king of (Eneus' race ; 970 

Perish Ulysses, chief abhorr'd ; 
From whose cursed hand my woes I trace, 

Made childless by his ruthless sword, 

970 Diomed, the son of Tydeus, whose &th«tii%&QtaKUfc» 
RVMP. vol. u. <*• 
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My noble son impetuous to destroy : 

And Helen, who, her bridal bed, 975 

Enamor'd of a Phrygian, fled, 
And proudly spread her wanton sails for Troy. 

At Ilium, from her guilty flame, 

On thee, my son, Destruction came, 

And from a thousand states, its prey, 980 

Swept all the brave away* 

Muse. Much while alive, much in the realms below, 
Son of Philammon, didst thou grieve my soul. 
Thy insolence, which ruin on thee brought, 
And thy contention with the Muses, caused 985 

That I was mother of this hapless son : 
For, as I pass'd the river's flowing course, 
( chanced near Strymon's genial bed to come : 
But when the Muses high Pangaeus reach'd, 
Whose veins are gold, with all our instruments 990 
Of tuneful sound, and with the Thracian bard 
In melody contended, him of sight 
(For that our skill he dared revile) our rage 
Deprived. And when I brought tbee forth, my son, 
In reverence of my sisters, and through sense 995 

Of modesty, I sent thee to the stream 
Of beauteous-flowing Strymon : thee thy sire 
Not to a mortal house, but to the nymphs, 
That haunt the fountains, to be nurtured gave. 
Well by those virgins train*d, thou didst become 1000 
The king of Thrace, and first of men, my son. 
When for thy country thou thy warlike troops 
Didst range in fight, naught fear'd I of thy death ; 

963 Philammon of Delphi, the son of Apollo, a great poet 
and musician, is one of the first, after Apollo, on fabulous re- 
cord, as a vocal performer, who accompanied his voice with 
the sound of the lyre : his boh was the celebrated Thamyris. 
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But charged thee to the walls of Troy thy foot 

Ne'er to advance, as prescient of thy fate. 1005 

But many an embassy with honor sent 

From Hector, and the senate, wrought with thee 

To come, and with thy arms to aid thy friends. 

But all tins slaughter to Minerva's charge 

Must be imputed : for Ulysses naught 1010 

Could do, nor he, who did the deed, the son 

Of Tydeus. Think not this conceal'd from me : 

[to Minei-vtt 

But high the sister Muses hold thy town 

In honor, and frequent thy favor'd land : 

There Orpheus, to this murderM chief by blood 1015 

Allied, divulged the mystic rites, forbidden 

To be rcveal'd : yet hast thou slain my son. 

Mustcus too, the boast of Athens, sage 

Deep versed in wisdom's lore, the tuneful Nine 

And Phoebus taught: this is my recompense, 1020 

Thus in my arms to hold my son, thus pour 

My plaints : no voice besides shall join the strain. 

Clio. Hector, the Thracian did us wrong, who 
charged 
Revilingly the leader's death on us. 

Hec. I knew it well : there needs no prophet's 
voice 1025 

To tell us that he perish'd by the wiles 
Of base Ulysses. When the troops of Greece 
1 saw invade my country, to my friends 
Why should I not send heralds to implore 
That they would march in arms, and aid this state ? 
I sent ; he came ; he owed me this, to share 1031 

My toils : no pleasure gives his death to me. 
No ; but with zeal I now will raise his tomb, 

1015 Orpheus was the son of Calliope, sister to this Mu&* 
Terpsichore. 
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And with him precious vests unsparing burn. 

Muse. In darkness low in earth he shall not lie : 
This grace will I implore of Pluto's bride, 1036 

Daughter of Ceres, from whose bounty spring 
The earth's rich fruits, that she will give me back 
His soul : she owes me this, that she may show 
Just honors to the friends of Orpheus due. 1040 

To me hereafter he shall be as dead, 
And no more viewing the sweet light of heaven : 
For in my presence he shall come no more, 
No more shall see his mother ; but, concealed 
In the deep caverns of the earth, whose veius 1045 
Are silver, of a mortal made a god, 
He shall behold the light of heaven, a priest 
Of Bacchus, who his dwelling on the rocks 
Of high Pangasus holds, a god revered 
By all that in his hallow'd rites are train'd. 1050 

More patient than the goddess of the sea 
I bear my griefs ; for her son too must die. 
O'er thee my sisters first shall raise the straiu 
Of wo : for her Achilles not long hence 
Let Thetis mourn ; him not Minerva's power, 1055 
Who slew thee, shall deliver ; such a shaft, 
So fatal, Phoebus in his quiver holds. 
Ye pangs that rend a parent's heart, of ills 
To mortals the severest, he, who deems 
Rightly of you, will childless pass through life, 1060 
Nor shed a parent's tear on a child's tomb ! 

Cho. His mother of his funeral rites takes charge. 
But, Hector, wouldst thou aught of daring deed, 
Now is the time; these are the streaks of morn. 

Hec. Go then, and bid thy comrades be in arms 
This instant ; yoke your horses to the car ; 1066 

Hold flaming torches iu your hands, and wait 
The trumpet's signal *, for I Uust to spread 



RHESUS. 246 

Destruction through the host of Greece, to rend 
Their rampires to the ground, and hurl the flames 1070 
Against their ships : so shall yon orient rays 
Restore the day of liberty to Troy. 

Cho. Obey the royal chieftain : let us go 
Array'd in arms, and through our social troops 
Declare his high commands. Soon may the god, 1075 
That favors us, our arms with conquest grace ! 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Neptune. 

Minerva. 

Hecuba. 

Cassandra. 

Andromache'. 

Helena. 

Mknelaus. 

Talthybius. 

Chorus of Trojan dames. 



THE TROJAN DAMES. 



ARGUMENT. 



Troy being captured by the Greeks, the present drama com* 
mences with a conference between Minerva and Neptune, 
who agree to punish the sacrilegious offence of Ajax Oileus 
on the navy of the Greeks, for suffering the criminal to 
escape with impunity. In the mean time, Hecuba, who is 
stretched on the ground bofore the tent of Agamemnon, is 
roused by the entrance of the Grecian herald, who informs 
the unhappy queen that she must shortly sail in the train 
of Ulysses, to whose lot she has fallen. Cassandra becomes 
the wife of Agamemnon ; Polyxena is sacrificed on the 
tomb of Achilles ; while Andromache is not only adjudged 
to be the prize of Neoptolcmus, hut is forcibly separated 
from her infant son, whom the Greeks, at the instigation of 
' Ulysses, put to denth, inhumanly casting him down from the 
turrets of Fergamus : the dead body is afterwards com- 
mitted to the care of Hecuba, who is permitted by her con- 
querors to bestow on him the rites of sepulture. Flames 
being then applied to that part of the city which had 
escaped the former conflagration, the Greeks hasten their 
departure— [The scene is in the plains of Troy, before the 
tent of Agamemnon.] 



NEPTUNE. 

From the vast depths of the iEgean sea, 
Where many a maze with graceful-moving feet 
Unwinds the choir of Nereids, Neptune comes : 
For from the time when Phoebus and myself 
Raised on this land the rampvce&tcrofcT* <A*\.wj 
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With exact skill, my mind hath never lost 

Its fondness for this city of the Phrygians, 

Which now in ruins by the arms of Greece 

Smokes on the ground : for by Minerva's art 

Epeus, of Parnassian Phocis, framed 10 

A horse, whose hollow womb was full of arms, 

And sent within the walls the enormous bulk 

Big with destruction : hence in after times 

It shall be call'd ' the horse of spears/ the spear 

In its dark sides concealed. The sacred groves 15 

Are desolate, the temples of the gods 

Flooded with gore, and Priam, at the steps 

Ascending to the shrine of guardian Jove, 

Hath fallen and died : much gold and Phrygian spoils 

Are to the Grecian vessels borne : the troops 20 

Expect the favoring gale to breathe from shore, 

That, after ten long years, which they have pass'd 

In arms to lay this city low, with joy 

They may behold their children and their wives. 

But I, by Argive Juno, mighty queen, 25 

O'erpower'd, and Pallas, whose united force 

Hath crush'd the Phrygians, quit the once-famed 

towers 
Of Ilium, and my altars: for when once 
Wide through a city desolation spreads, 
The hallow'd rites, the worship of the gods, 30 

Must be neglected. Now with loud laments 
Of captive dames to their new lords assign'd 
Scamander's banks resound : the Arcadian some, 
Some the Thessalian bauds, and some the sons 
Of Theseus, chiefs of Athens, as decides 35 

The lot, obtain. Beneath this roof are those 
Of Troy's unhappy daughters by no lot 
Disposed, but to the leaders of the host 
Selected ; these among, \>y x\fc\\VK»\* ^v* 
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A captive led, the Spartan Helena : 40 

And Hecuba (if any wish to see 

Her and her wretched state) before the gates 

Lies stretch'd, and pours an ample flood of tears : 

And she hath ample cause ; for at the tomb 

Raised to Achilles hath her daughter died, 45 

(How piteously !) the poor Polyxena : 

Priam is fallen, her sons are fallen ; and her, 

Cassandra, whom the royal Phoebus gave 

To rove a virgin, and declare the fates, 

To secret nuptials Agamemnon leads 50 

Perforce, religion and the gods despised. 

But, O my town once florishing, once crown 'd 

With beauteous-structured battlements, farewell ! 

Had not Minerva sunk thee in the dust, 

On thy firm base ev'n now thou mightst have stood. 55 

NEPTUNE, MINERVA. 

Min. Is it permitted me, all former thoughts 
Of variance laid aside, to address a god, 
Nearest by lineage to my sire allied, 
Of mighty power, and honor'd by the gods? 

Nep. It is permitted thee ; for kindred blood, 60 
Royal Minerva, hath a potent charm 
To reconcile the alienated mind. 

Min. Thy gentleness in anger claims my praise. 
What I would offer, king, imports us both. 

Nep. Hast thou of new aught from the gods to 
speak, 65 

From Jove, or other of the heavenly powers ? 

Min. No; for the sake of Troy I to thy power 
Am come, to use it in one common cause. 

Nep. Dost thou, thy former hostile thoughts ap- 
peased, 
Pity its ruins blazing in the &ame*1 ^ 
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Min. First speak to this: wilt thou, with joint de- 
sign, 
Joint labor, aid in what I wish to do ? 

N ep. Most willingly : but wish to know thy purpose, 
If to the Trojans friendly, or to Greece. 

Min. The Trojans hated once, would I delight, 75 
To the Argive host embittering their return. 

Nep. Why have thy measures this quick change, in 
love 
Or hate, whichever betides, too violent ? 

Min. Me know'st thou not how outraged, and my 
shrine ? 

Nep. I know : Cassandra Ajax dragg'd by force. 80 

Min. Nor punish *d by the Greciaus, nor reproved. 

Nep. Yet by thy power these Grecians wasted Troy. 

Min. Therefore with thee I now would work them 
wo. 

Nep. Thy purpose finds me prompt : what wouldst 
thou do ? 84 

Min. With rigorous vengeance sadden their return. 

Nep. On land, or when they plough the briuy wave ? 

Min. When o'er the deep they steer their coarse 
for Greece, 
The stormy rain, the fierce-descending hail, 
And the dark fury of tempestuous winds 
My sire will send : to me, his word is pass'd, 90 

His fiery thunder will he give, to hurl 
Against the Grecians, and with lightning flames 
To burn their ships. Do thou, (for thine the power,) 
With foaming billows vast and whirling gulfs, 
Tempest the vex'd JEge&n : with their dead 05 

Fill the Euboean bay, that they may learn 
Henceforth with reverence to approach my shrines, 
And pay due honors to the other gods. 

Nep. It shall be ao; few Y«wta>&a&{vt<tt needs. 
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With tempests will I chafe the iEgean sea : 100 

The shores of Mycone, the Deliati rocks, 

Scyrus, and Lemnus, and the rugged brow 

Of steep Caphareus shall with numerous dead 

Be cover'd. But to high Olympus go ; 

The bolts of thunder from thy father's hands 106 

Receive ; then wait till they unmoor their fleet. 

Unwise is he, whoe'er of mortals storms 

BeleaguerM towns, and crush'd iu ruins wastes 

The temples of the gods, the hallow'd tombs 

Where sleep the dead ; for he shall perish soon. 1 10 

HECUBA. 

Rise, thou unhappy ; from the cold ground raise 

Thy head, thy neck : this is no longer Troy ; 

In Troy we rule no longer : ah, the change 

Of fortune ! Bear the change ; sail with the tide, 

With fortune sail; nor turn the prow of life 116 

Against the wave, nor struggle with thy fate. — 

O, wo, wo, wo ! Why is it not allow'd 

A wretch like me to moan my country lost, 

My children, and my husband ? Thou high boast 

Of noble ancestry, how art thou ^hrunk, 120 

How vanish M ! What shall I in silence hold, 

Or what not hold in silence ? What bewail ? 

In what a woful state are these poor limbs 

Reclined, how ill on this hard bed now stretch'd 1 

Ah me, my head ! Ah me, my temples! Ah, 126 

My sides ! O, how I long to change my place, 

To roll, and roll, and shift from side to side, 

Proofs of the restless torture of my mind ! 

Ev'n here the unhappy have a Muse, to give 

These woes a voice, far other than the notes 130 

To joy and dance attuned. Ye winged barks, 

Which through the purple seas and sheltered b&^« 
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Of Greece, whilst to the inauspicious sound 

Of flutes and oaten pipes your oars kept time, 

With all your streamers flying, proudly sail'd 135 

To sacred Ilium, to the ports of Troy 

Bringing the hated wife of Menelaus, 

A foul disgrace to Castor, and a stain 

Dishonoring Eurotas : she hath slain 

Priam, the reverend sire of fifty children, 140 

And in this gulf of misery hath plunged 

The wretched Hecuba. My seat is now 

(Ah, what a seat !) at Agamemnon's tent ; 

And I am led, in my old age am led, 

A captive from my house ; of its hoar hairs 145 

(Sad argument of grief !) this head despoil'd. 

But, O ye wretched wives of Trojans once 

Valiant in war ; ye virgins, and ye brides 

Torn from your loves, Troy smokes : let us lament ; 

And, as the parent bird, that o'er her young 150 

Swells her shrill notes, I will begin the strain ; 

Not such as in my happier days I raised, 

Leaning on Priam's sceptre, when my foot, 

In Phrygian measures, by the Graces taught. 

Led to the immortal gods the festive dance. 155 

HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Cho. Why, Hecuba, these cries, these cries of wo? 
Why dost thou raise these loud laments ? I hear 
The waitings, which thou utterest, o'er these roofs 
Resound ; and terror strikes each Trojan dame, 
That in this tent bemoans her slavery. 100 

Hec. O children, in the vessels of the Greeks 
The hand now grasps the oar. O, wretched me ! 
What will they do? Will they, with spreading sails, 
Far from my country bear my hapless age? 

Cho. I know not ; but my mind presages ill. 105 
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Alas ! alas ! distracted with our woes, 

Soon we shall hear, — * Ye Trojan dames, come forth : 

The Grecians are preparing their return.' 

Hec. Ah, send not now the mad Cassandra to me, 
That shame to Greece : her ravings to my wo 170 

Would add fresh wo. O Troy, unhappy Troy, 
Thou art no more. Unhappy they who leave thee, 
Unhappy are the living and the slain. 

Cho. Ah me ! with trembling foot I leave the tent 
Of Agamemnon, from thee, queen, to learn 175 

Whether the sentence of the Greeks be pass'd, 
To kill me, wretched me ; or in the ships 
The sailors are prepared to plough the main. 

Hec. Early, my child, my soul with terror struck, 
Was I brought hither : from the Grecians now 180 
A herald comes informing mo to whom 
I am assigned (ah wretched me !) a slave. 

Cho. Soon will thy lot be cast. 

Hec. Ah me! Ah me! 

Cho. Me', miserable me, what Argive leads, 
Or who of Phthia's vales, or of the isles 185 

Encircled by the ocean, far from Troy ? 

Hec. To whom am I, unhappy, in what land 
Assign'd a slave, useless, worn out with age, 
The wretched form of one that is no more, 
A lifeless image on a monument? 100 

To keep their gates will they assign my charge ? 
Or on their children shall my office be 
To attend, at Troy with royal honors graced? 

Cho. Ah, with what plaints thy miseries dost thou 
scan ! 

Hec No more these hands in the Idaean looms 195 
The shuttle with alternate cast shall throw : 
No more my children's sportive youth I see ; 
Nor, as in youth, shall I to lighter toils 
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Be destined, or approach some Grecian's bed. 

The night itself, and fortune cheerless frowns. 200 

But at Pirene's fount shall be my task. 

My wretched task, to draw its satored streams. 

Cho. O, to that happy country might we come, 
O'er which the illustrious Theseus held his reign 1 

Hbc. But never to Therapnaa, hated town 205 

Of Helen, seated where Eurotas whirls 
His eddying stream ; exposed my servile state 
To Menelaus, who wasted sacred Troy. 
The lovely tract, through which Peneus flows, 
Delightful base, from which his awful height 210 

Olympus rears, in wealth (so fame reports) 
Abounds, and boasts its blooming faithfulness. 
This, next the honor'd and divine domains 
Where Theseus rcign'd, would be most pleasing to 

me. 
Much have I heard of the iEtnaean coast, 215 

Sacred to Vulcan, to the Punic shore 
That rises opposite, the mighty mother 
Of the Sicilian mountains, where the wreath 
Blooms ever fresh ; and of the nighboring land, 
Sweet habitation in the Ionian sea, 220 

Irriguous with the beauteous- flowing stream 
Of Crathis, which the yellow tresses gilds, 
And blessings from its sacred fountains pours 
Through a rich land, that boasts a generous race. 

Cho. But from the Grecian host a herald comes, 
Fraught with fresh tidings : hasty is his step. 226 

What brings he? what announces? for in truth 
We of the Dorian land ev'n now are slaves. 

201 Pirene t a celebrated fountain at Corinth. 

222 Many authors mention this quality of the river Crathis, 
which changes the hair of those that bathe in it to the color of 
amber* 
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TALTHYB1US, HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Tal. Thou, Hecuba, hast seen Talthybius oft 
In Troy, a herald from the Grecian host 290 

In frequent intercourse : but now to thee, . 
In past time not unknown, I come, and bring 
The public mandate, which concerns yon all. 

Hec. This, this, my friends, ye dames of Troy, long 
since 
This was my fear. 

Tal. You are by lot assign'd, 235 

If this was what you fear'd. 

Hec. Alas, alas ! 

To what Thessalian, or what Phthian town, 
Or to Cadmrcan Thebes ? I pray thee, tell me. 

Tal. Singly to single chiefs are you allotted, 
And not together all. 

Hec. To whom, to whom 240 

Am I appointed, say? What happy fate 
Awaits each Trojan dame? 

Tal. I can inform thee: 

But singly ask of each, not all at once. 

Hec. The poor Cassandra, my unhappy daughter, 
Where falls her lot ? 

Tal. Her, a selected prize, 245 

The royal Agamemnon hath received. 

Hec. What! for his Spartan spouse a slave? Ah 
me ! 

Tal. No; but in secret to the nuptial bed. 

Hec. The virgin of Apollo, whom the god, 
Radiant with golden locks, allow'd to live 250 

In her pure vow of maiden chastity ? 

Tal. With love the raptured virgin smote his heart. 

Hec. Cast from thee, O my daughter, cast away 
Thy sacred wand, rend off the honor'd wreath.^ 
evrip. vol. \\. ^ 



* 



258 EURIPIDES. 

The splendid ornaments that grace thy brows. 255 

Tal. Is it not great to share a monarch's bed ? 

Hec. But where is she, whom late you took from me? 
Where is my daughter ? 

Tal. " OfPolyxena, 

Or of whom else is this inquiry made ? 

Hec. To whom is she allotted? 

Tal. At the tomb 260 

Raised to Achilles it is hers to serve. 

Hec. Unhappy me 1 Have I brought forth a child 
Doom'd at a tomb to serve ? But tell me, friend, 
What custom, or what rite of Greece is this? 

Tal. Pronounce her happy : all with her is well. 

Hec. What mean thy words ? Views she the sun's 
bright beams ? «. 266 

Tal. Her doth fate hold from every ill released. 

Hec. What of Andromache, the wretched wife 
Of helmed Hector ? Tell me, what her fate ? . 

Tal. Her without lot Achilles' son receives. 270 

Hec. And I, whose ago-enfeebled limbs require 
A staff, to whom am I assign'd a slave ? 

Tal. Thee hath Ulysses, king of Ithaca, 
By lot obtain'd : to him thou art a slave. 

Hec.|A1i, let me beat this head, and rend these 
cheeks. 275 

O miserable me ! I am enslaved 
To a detested, an insidious foe7 
A creeping viper, who with baleful bite 
Empoisons justice ; one, whose double tongue 
With glozing arguments from side to side 280 

All things perverts, and turns to hostile hate 
What was before most friendly. Mourn for me, 

265 Tal thy bi us, through tenderness, expresses himself with 
i regard to this unfortunate princess with a studied ambiguity, 
which i/ecuba does not uadenfaiML 
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Ye Trojan dames, for I am wretched, sunk 

To the most abject fortune, wo is me ! 

Totally sunk by this ill-fated lot. 285 

Cho. Thy fortune, venerable queen, I know: 
But mine what Argive, or what Greek commands ? 

Tal. Go, ye attendants; with what speed you may 
Conduct Cassandra hither : I must give her 
To the king's hand ; the other captives then, 290 

Each as allotted, lead to their new lords. — 
But what is this ? Why flames the blazing torch 
Within ? What mean these Trojan dames ? To fire 
The inmost tent? that, since the hour draws nigh, 
When from this land they must perforce be borne 295 
To Argos, they may perish in the flames, 
Seeking to die : ill brooks the excessive love 
Of freedom woes like these. Open these doors, 
Open, lest what to these may give delight, 299 

And grief to Greece, may to my blame be charged. 

Hec. It is not so ; they raise no flames ; but forth 
My frantic child, Cassandra, rushes to us. 

CASSANDRA, HECUBA, TALTHYBIUS, CHORUS. 

CASSANDRA. 

Wave the torch, and spread its light : 
Thus I bear it blazing bright, 
Reverence, and illume the shrine : 305 

Royal Hymen, it is thine. 
See, the happy bridegroom see, 
And the happy bride in me : 
At Argos 1 shall mount the nuptial bed, 

Royal Hymen, by thee led. 310 

Since thy tears, my mother, flow, 
And thy heart is rent with wo, 
For my slaughtered father's fate, 
And my country's ruin'd state, 
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At my spousals I will raise 315 

A fire shall shine, shall flame, shall blaze, 
And, royal Hymen, on the bridal night 

Give to Hecate the light, 

For a virgin's nuptial bands ; 

Sacred custom this demands. 320 

Nimbly let your feet advance, 

Quivering high in festive dance, 

As if Priam's prosperous throne 

Bright with royal splendors shone. 
The choir is hallow'd : with them, Phoebus, move : 

In thy sacred laurel grove 326 

Offerings at thy shrine I lay : 

Hymen, 'tis my bridal day. 

Lead the dance, my mother, lead ; 

Quick in varying motions tread, 330 

And, my gliding steps to grace, 

Light the mazy measure trace. 

To royal Hymen raise, O hallow'd train, 

Raise the joy-announcing strain ; 

Hail the bride with songs of joy, 335 

Gorgeous- vested nymphs of Troy ; 

Hail the bridegroom, to my bed 

By the Fates' appointment led. 

Cho. Wilt thou not, queen, thy raving daughter 
hold, 
That she appear not 'midst the host of Greece 340 

Possess'd with this indecent levity ? 

Hec. O Vulcan, thou indeed the nuptial torch 
Of mortals bearest, but a baleful flame 
Dost thou now wave, aud void of each fond hope. 
Alas, my daughter, little did I think 345 

That ever thou shouldst wed beneath the spear, 
Beneath the arms of Greece \ Give vc& the torch ; 
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111 it beseems thee, frantic thus, with step 

Thus wild, to bear its flame : uor to thy mind 

Have thy misfortunes brought more sober sense ; 350 

But, my poor child, thy state remains the same. 

Bear in the torches ; and, ye Trojan dames, 

For tears exchange her nuptial melody. 

Cas. Mother, adorn my head ; for I have gain'd 
A conquest ; in my nuptials with a king 355 

Rejoice : come, lead me ; if I go too slow, 
Push me by force ; for this is not Apollo. 
The illustrious Agamemnon, king of Greece, 
Weds me ; but in these nuptials he shall find 
More wo than Paris when he wedded Helen ; 300 

For I will kill him, and lay waste his house ; 
Thus for iny brothers' and my father's death 
I will have vengeance ; but no words of this : 
I will say nothing of the axe, which goes 
Into my neck, and that of others too ; 365 

Nor of the contest where a mother bleeds ; 
(This shall my nuptials raise) nor of the house 
Of Atreus sunk in ruins : I will show 
This city than the Grecians far more bless'd. 
(I feel the inspiring god, but will awhile 370 

Bid the prophetic fury cease to swell.) 
They for one woman, and one fatal bed 
Sought Helen, and lost thousands ; their wise chief 
Himself, to gain what most the soul abhors, 
Hath thrown away what most it loves, and given 375 
The sweet domestic pleasures of his children, 
To win his brother's wife ; yet was she borne 
Consentingly, not forcibly away. 
When to Scamander's banks they came, they died ; 
Nor from their country, or its high-tower'd towns, 380 
Were they driven forth : those, whom the sword de- 
stroy M, 
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Their children saw no more, nor were their limbs 
By their wives' hands in decent vestments wrapp'd, 
JJut in a foreign land they lie. At home 
Like desolation reigns : their widow'd wives 385 

Are dead ; their parents, childless, have in vain 
liear'd offspring in their houses ; not a son 
Survives to pour libations at their tombs. 
Such are the triumphs of this martial host. 
Deeds of impurity are better hush'd 390 

In silence : never Muse be mine, to chant 
What raises on the modest cheek a blush. 
The Trojans (what is glory's brightest grace) 
Died for their country : they, beneath the spear 
Who fell, were by their friends borne home, and dead 
Found in their native land a sepulchre, 396 

Entomb'd by those from whom those rites were due. 
But such, as fell not in the field, each day 
Dwelt with their wives and children ; whilst the Greeks 
Were strangers to that sweet society. 400 

Mournful the fate of Hector seems to thee ; 
But weigh it well : he dies, among the brave 
Esteera'd the bravest ; this high fame the Greeks 
By their arrival raised : had they not come, 
The hero's virtues had remained obscure. 405 

Paris espoused the daughter of high Jove : 
Had she not been his bride, he would at home 
Have form'd some mean alliance, unrenown'd. 
War then the roan, whom prudence rules, will shun : 
But if its flames are kindled, no mean crown 410 

He wins, who bravely for his country dies : 
Not to act bravely is inglorious shame. 
Therefore behoves thee, mother, not to wail 
Thy country, or my bed ; for those, to thee 
Whose deeds have been most hostile, and to me, 415 
/ by my nuptials to the dwaX yuWWn . 



THE TROJAN DAMES. 263 

Cho. How sweetly at thy house's ills thou smilest, 
Chanting what haply thou wilt not show true ! 

Tal. But that Apollo hath with frensy hurt 
Thy sense, unpunished with such taunting speech 420 
Thou shouldst not from this country send the chiefs. 
But what commands respect, and is held high 
As wise, is nothing better than the mean 
Of no repute : for this most potent king, ' 

Of all the Grecians, the much honored son 425 

Of Atreus, is enamor'd with his prize, 
This frantic raver. I am a poor man, 
Yet would I not receive- her to my bed. 
For thee, since thou hast not thy perfect sense, ' * 
All thy reproaches on the Greeks and all 430 

Thy praises of the Trojans, to the winds 
I give to scatter them. But to the ships 
Attend me, beauteous minion of our chief. 
Thou, since Ulysses wills to lead thee with him, " ' 
Follow ; a virtuous lady shalt thou serve, 435 

As they, who came to Ilium, speak her fame. ' i 

Cas. This is a busy slave. What one namo suits 
All heralds ? The abhorrence of mankind, 
Ye ministers of tyrants and of states. - • ' 

And dost thou say that to Ulysses' house 440 

My mother shall be led ? Where are the words 
Of Phoebus then, which' say, by me made known, 
Here she shall die ? The rest revile I not : 
But he, unhappy, knows not what a train ' * 

Of sufferings waits him, so that he shall deem 445 

Mine and the Phrygians' ills, with his compared, 
Treasures of gold : for, after ten long years * 
To ten long years here wasted, he shall reach 
His native land alone ; but visit first 

449 For the sufferings of Ulysses, and tta T&Yratai Vast* 
alluded to, see the Odyssey at ta&e. 
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The f traits, amidst whose gulfs, that now disgorge 450 
And now resorb the floods, Charybdis holds 
Her terrible abode ; the blood-stain'd cave 
Of the huge Cyclops, mountain savage, gorged 
With flesh where life yet quivers ; Circe's isle, 
Whose charmed cup transforms whoever taste 455 
To swine ; tempestuous seas with wrecks overspread ; 
Men in the flowery lotus who delight ; 
The sacred heifers of the sun, whose flesh 
Shall send forth lowings, to Ulysses sound 
Of horror : to be brief, to Pluto's realms 460 

Alive shall he descend ; and, from the waves 
Escaped, returning to his country, find 
A thousand ills. But why repeat the toils 
That wait Ulysses ? Go, that I with speed 
May wed a bridegroom in the shades below. 405 

Thou, who in thought some glorious deed art now 
Achieving, leader of the Grecian host, 
Wretch, shalt be buried wretchedly by night, 
Not in the day ; and me, a livid corse, 
Naked, cast out, the torrent floods shall leave 470 

In their rough channels, nigh my bridegroom's tomb ; 
A prey to beasts, this priestess of Apollo. 
Ye garlands of the god, most dear to me, 
Prophetic ornaments, farewell : the feasts, 
In which I once delighted, are to me 475 

No more : be gone ; I rend you from me ; while 
I yet am chaste, I give them to the winds, 
To toss, to scatter them, prophetic king ! 
Where is the leader's bark ? How shall my foot 
Mount its tall sides ? No longer shall thy sails 480 
Wait for the breathing gales ; but thou shalt bear me 
A Fury, an Erintiys, from this land. 
Farewell, my mother ; do not shed a tear. 
O my loved country \ O uvy AjtoV\\eta, smwV 
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To the dark realms below ! O father, soon 485 

Shall you receive me ; to your shades I come 
Triumphant from the ruin of the house 
Of At reus, by whose sons we thus are fallen ! 

HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Cho. Ye, who attend the aged Hecuba, 
Behold you not the queen, how to the ground 490 

Speechless she sinks ? Shall not your hands with care 
Support her? Wretches, will you let her age 
Lie on the earth? Haste, raise her, upright raise 
her. 

Hec. Forbear, ye virgins; what was pleasing once, 
Pleases no more : here let me lie thus fallen ; 495 

A fall, that suits what I have suflfer'd, what 
I suffer, and shall suffer. O ye gods. 
Unkind associates I indeed invoke ; 
Yet when affliction rends the anguish'd heart, 
We with becoming grace invoke the gods. 600 

First it is pleasing to me to recount 
My happier fortunes $ thus my woes shall raise 
A stronger pity, lloyal was my birth, 
And marriage join'd me to a royal house ; 
There I was mother of illustrious sons, 606 

Sons with superior excellence adorn'd 
Above the Phrygians : such no Trojan dame, 
No Grecian, no barbarian e'er could boast: 
These I saw fallen beneath the Grecian spear, 
And laid my sever'd tresses on their tomb. 510 

For Priam too, their father, flow'd my tears : 
His fate I heard not from report, but saw it ; 
These eyes beheld him murder'd at the altar 
Of guardian Jove; my vanquished city storm'd ; 
My daughters, whom I nurtured, high in hope &1& 
Of choosing honorable nupt\a\a Cot \Y&\&, 
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For others nurtured, from my hands are rent ; 

There is no hope that me they e'er shall see, 

And I shall never see them more. The extreme, 

The height of my afflicting ills is this ; 620 

I to some house shall go, a hoary slave, 

To some base task, most irksome to my age, 

Assigu'd ; or at their doors, to keep the keys, 

A portress shall I wait, the mother once 

Of Hector, or to labor at the mill ; 525 

For royal couches, on the ground to make 

My rugged bed ; and o'er these worn-out limbs 

The tatter'd remnant of a worn-out robe, 

Unseemly to my happier state, to throw. 

Ah, for one woman's nuptial bed, what woes 530 

Are mine, and will be mine ! Alas, my child, 

My poor Cassandra, maddening with the gods, 

By what misfortunes is thy purity 

Defiled ? And where art thou, Polyxena, 

O thou unhappy? Thus of all my sons, 535 

And all my daughters, many though they were, 

Not one is left to soothe my miseries. • 

Why do you raise me, virgins? With what hope 

Lead you this foot, which once with stately port 

In Troy advanced ; but now a slave, to seek 540 

A bed of leaves strewn on the ground, a stone 

My pillow, there to lie, to perish there 

Wasted with tears ? Then deem not of the great 

Now florishing as happy, ere they die. 

CHORUS, 
STROPHE. 

For Troy, O Muse, attune thy wo, 545 

And steep in tears the solemn-breathing song ; 

To such a theme such, notes belong : 
For Troy unwonted measure* wwi tartan, 
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Shall tell my sorrows, how beneath 

The guileful fabric, big with death, 550 

I fell a captive to the Argive spear ; 

When from the enormous beast, that hides 

A host within its cavern'd sides, 

With golden trappings hung around, 

Roll'd to the gates with thundering sound, 555 

Issuing in arms the chiefs of Greece appear. 
But from the rock of Ilium high 
With shouts the blinded Phrygians cry ; — 

' Go, from your toils released, ye sons of Troy : 

This hallow*d fabric draw with joy : 560 

To Jove-born Pallas place the pledge divine 
In favor' d Ilium's ram pi red shrine.' 
The young, the old promiscuous throng, 

And roll with songs of joy the fraudful pest along. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

From every street with eager pace, 565 

The pines of Ida flaming in their hands, 

Rush to the gates the Trojan bands, 
To Pallas, in her favor'd tower, to place 

The fabric forni'd with Argive wiles, 

The pest which Phrygia's state beguiles, 570 

The heaven-framed present of the unyoked steed : 

With twisted cables thrown around, 

They drag it o'er the fatal ground, 

Like a new bark in gallant state, 

To Pallas in her rocky seat. 575 

To toil and joy the shades of night succeed : 

The Libyan pipe swells clear and high, 

Attuned to Phrygian melody ; 
To the light notes, in many an airy round, ' i 

The frolic virgins nimbly bound, 580 

And joyful as they dance their voices raise, 

Sweet warbling sprightly -fairc\e&\«3*« 
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In every house the blazing fires 
Sink at the hour of rest, and their swart light expires. 

EPODE. 

Then too my vaulted roofs around 585 

The voice of joy was heard to Sound : 

We to Diana raised the strain, 
Chaste huntress-queen that leads the mountain train. 

Sudden a wild, tumultuous roar 

With shuddering horror strikes our souls : 590 

Loud and more loud the city o'er 

To Pergamus it deepening rolls : 
My dear, dear infants round their mother press'd, 

And grasp'd with trembling hands my vest. 

Now, by Minerva's guardian care, 505 

Rush'd from its ambush the imprison'd war : 

Round the polluted altars slain 

In blood are roll'd the sons of Troy : 

O'er the rich rooms, once tfcenes of joy, 

Horror and desolation reign ; 600 

And bear to Greece, her victor sons to adorn, 

The crown from weeping Phrygia borne. 

HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, CHORUS. 

Cho. See, royal lady, on this foreign car 
Andromache is borne ; and at her breast, 
Which trembles to the motion of the wheels, 005 

Astyanax, the son of Hector laid. 

Hec Whither, unhappy woman, art thou borne, 
Placed in that car beside the brazen arms 
Of Hector, and the spoils by the strong spear 
Rent from the Phrygians? Distant far from Troy-, 610 
In Phthia these the proud son of Achilles 
Shall hang, to crown the temples of the gods. 

Asd. My Grecian loxds force me away. 

Hec. ^ m 
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And. Why dost thou heave my sighs? 

Hec. Ah wretched me ! 

And. That for my sorrows, — 

Hec. Seest thou this, O Jove? 616 

And. And my distresses rise. 

Hec. Alas," my children! 

And. We were thy children once. 

Hec. My state is fallen ; 

Troy too is fallen, — 

And. Unhappy ! 

Hec. - And my sons, 

My noble sons are fallen. 

And. Alas, alas! 

Hec. Alas, my ills, the miserable fate — 620 

And. Of ruiii'd Troy, 

Hec. Which smokes upon the ground. 

And. O, wouldst thou come, my husband ! 

Hec. Thou dost call 

My son, unhappy, in the realms below. 

And. Thou bulwark, of thy wife ! 

Hec. And thou, whose soul 

S wellM high against the Grecians, Priam, once 625 
The aged father of my children, lead, 
O, lead me to the gloomy realms below ! 

Cho. These griefs are great. 

Hec. And dreadful are the ills 

We suffer, 

Cho. For thy ruin'd country: woes 

(Such is the pleasure of the gods) succeed 630 

To woes. Nor hath thy son escaped from death, 
Who for a bed abhorr'd hath sunk in dust 
The towers of Troy, and near the rampired rock 
Of Pallas stretch'd the bodies of the slain, 
Weltering in blood, by vultures to be torn : 695 

And Troy is bow'd beneath the serv\\fe ^cfc&. 
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Hec. My country, my unhappy country, thee 
Wasted I weep. 

Cho. Thou seest its wretched end. 

Hec. And thee, my bouse, where oft I was a mother. 

Cho. Unhappy children, wasted is your town, 640 
Your mother desolate. 

Hec. What strains are these, 

What strains of wo ! Tears after tears stream down 
In sorrow for my house : the dead forgets 
His sorrows, and his tears stream down no more. 

Cho. How sweet are tears to those who suffer ills ! 
Sweet aro the strains of lamentation, sweet 646 

The mournful Muse, that tunes her notes to wo. 

And. Mother of Hector, that brave chief, whose 
spear 
Once pierced the Grecian squadrons, seest thou this ? 

Hec. I see the appointment of the gods ; the low 
How they exalt, and hurl the mighty down. 651 

And. I, with my child, am led away, the spoil 
Of war : the illustrious progeny of kings 
(O fatal change !) is sunk to slavery. 
; Hec. Necessity is rigorous : from me late 656 

Cassandra went, torn from my arms by force. 

And. Alas ! another Ajax then, it seems, 
Thy daughter finds : hut thou hast other ills. 

Hec. Unmeasured and unnumber'd are my ills : 
Afflictions with afflictions still contend. 660 

And. Polyxena, thy daughter, is no more : 
Devoted to Achilles, on his tomb 
An offering to the lifeless dead she fell. 

Hec. Ah wretched me! This was the dread event 
Talthybius hinted to me in dark terms. 665 

And. I saw her ; and, descending from this car, 
Wrapp'd the vests round her, and bewail'd her dead. 

Hec. Alas, my daughter, vtli&t uuhallow'd rites ! 
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Alas, alas ! unseemly hast thou perish'd. 

And. She perish'd, as she perish'd : but her fate 
In death is happier far than mine who live. ' 671 

Hec. Tis not one thing, my child, to live or die : . '• 
The living hopes await, the dead are nothing. 

And. Hear, that with pleasure I may touch thy soul. 
Not to be born, I argue, and to die, G75 

Are equal ; but to die is better far 
Than to live wretched ; for he knows not grief 
Who hath no sense of misery ; but to fall 
From fortune's blessed height, to the low state 
Of abject wretchedness, distracts the soul 680 

With the keen sense of former happiness. • < * 

Like as the light of life she ne'er had seen, 
Polyxena is dead, and of her ills 
Knows nothing : I, who aim'd at glorious rank, 
And reach'd my aim, from fortune widely err'd : 685 
All, that to prudent matrons gives a grace, 
Jn Hector's house was ever my employ. 
First, for in this to women blame is due, 
Charged or not charged, to such as rove abroad ; — 
J check'd this wandering humor, and remain'd 600 
At home, within my house ; nor gay discourse 
Of females there admitted ; but, intent 
On ordering what was useful, deem'd myself 
Well occupied : with silence of the tongue 
And cheerfulness of look I entertain'd 695 

My husband : where my province to command 
I knew, and where to yield obedience to him. 
The fame of this was bruited through the host 
Of Greece, and wrought my ruin ; for the son 
Of fierce Achilles, soon as 1 was made 700 

A captive, wish'd to lake me as his wife, 
Doom'd in the house of those, whose slaughtering 
hands 
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I rue, to be a slave. From my food heart 

Could I rend Hector, and expand my breast 

To this new husband, faithless to the dead 705 

Should I appear : if I disdain his love, 

I shall excite the malice of my lords. 

Short time, they say, to a new lord disarms 

A woman's hate ; but her my soul abhors, 

Who for new nuptials slights her former husband, 710 

And loves another : ev'n the social steed, 

Divided from its fellow, draws the yoke 

Reluctant ; yet the beast, by nature form'd 

Less excellent, nor speech nor reason knows. 

O my loved Hector, I was bless'd in thee ; 715 

Thou wast the lord of all my wishes, great 

In understanding, noble birth, and wealth, 

And valor : from my father's house thou first 

Ledd'st me a virgin to the bridal bed : 

Now thou art perish'd, and I mount the bark 720 

For Greece, a captive to the servile yoke. 

Hath not the death then of Polyxcua, 

Whom thou bewailest, lighter ills than mine ? 

For not to me ev'n hope, which still is left 

To all of mortal race, remains ; no thought 725 

That better fortune e'er will visit me, 

With pleasing expectation cheats my mind. 

Cho. Alike our sufferings; and thou teachest me, 
Thine own ills wailing, my unhappy state. 

Hec. I never enter'd bark ; my knowlege springs 
From what in picture I have seen or heard 731 

From others. When a storm, whose moderate force 
May be sustaiu'd, the curling billows swells, 
With prompt alacrity the sailors toil 
To guide the vessel safe : one at the helm 735 

His station takes, one tends the sails, one plies 
The pump : but if the wM teu^ettaawi sea 
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Mocks their vain effort*, they to fortune yield, 

And leave her to the rolling of the wares. 

So fares it now with me : with various ills 740 

Encompass'd, I am silent, give them way, 

And check my vain complaints ; for from the gods 

This cruel storm overpowers me. But do thou, 

O my loved child, on Hector's fate no more 

Fix thy sad thoughts ; not all thy streaming tears 745 

Will save him : honor then thy present lord, 

And with thy gentle manners win his soul : 

This doing, thou shalt cheer thy friends, and train 

This child, my Hector's son, to manhood, strong 

To succor Troy ; that sons from him may spring, 760 

Who shall again the towers of Ilium raise, 

And once more to its state restore the town. 

But trouble yet perchance from trouble springs : 

This Grecian officer I see again 

Advancing to us, bearing new commands. 766 

TALTHYBIU8, HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, CH0RU8. 

Tal. Thou wife of Hector, of the Phrygians once 
The bravest, do not hate me ; for my tongue 
Unwillingly will utter what the Greeks 
Decree, and the Pelopidro command. 
And. Why with this tragic proem dost thou greet 
me? 700 

Tal. It is decreed thy son How shall I speak it? 

And. What? that he have not the same lord with 

me? 
Tal. None of the Grecians e'er shall be his lord. 
And. To leave him here, a relic of the Trojans? 
Tal. I cannot utter, but with pain, thy ills. 766 
And. I praise thy modest awe ; speak thou but good. 
Tal. This great ill thou must know : they slay thy 
son. 
eurip. vol. u. • ' * 
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And, This than my marriage is a greater ill. 

Tal. Ulysses 'midst the assembled Greeks pre- 
vails, 

And. Ah, these are ills too grievous to be borne! 770 

Tal. Not to bring up a valiant warrior's son, •** 

And. Thus for his own sons may his voice prevail ! 

Tal. But that they cast him from the towers of Troy. 
In this sad trial be thy prudence shown : 
Withhold him not ; with noble fortitude 775 

Support thy griefs : nor think that thou hast power, ' 
Where all thou canst is nothing. Thou canst find 
No succor : it behoves thee weigh this well. 
Low lies thy city, low thy husband lies ; 
Thou art a captive : we have force enougb 780 

Against one woman : wish not then to strive ; < 

Let no indecent, no despiteful deed 
Dishonor thee : nor would I have thee vent 
Thy curses on the Greeks ; for shouldst thou speak 
What shall disgust the troops, thy son perchance 785 
May lie unpitied, and denied the rites 
Of sepulture : but if thou bear thine ills 
In silence, and with fortitude, his corse 
Will not be left unburied, and thyself 
Wilt from the Grecians find more courtesy. 790 

And./X) my dear child, my fondly-cherish'd son, • 
Thou by the foes shaU die, ah me 1 and leave 
Thy wretched mother/ Yes, thy father's worth 
Shall kill thee, which to others is a shield 
Yielding protection : in an evil hour 795 

For thee thy father's virtues are renown'd. 
O, my unhappy bed, and nuptial rites, 
Which led me to the house of Hector, there 
Not to be mother of a son to fall 
A victim by the Grecians, but to reign 800 

Lord of the fruitful Asia i Dost thou weep, • 
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My son ? Hast thou a sense of thy ill fate ? 

Why dost thou clasp me with thy hands, why hold 

My robes, and shelter thee beneath my wings 

Like a young bird ? No more my Hector comes, 806 

Returning from the tomb ; he grasps no more 

His glittering spear, bringing protection to thee : 

No more thy father's kindred, or the force 

Of the brave Phrygians ; but from Ilium's height, 

By merciless hands hurl'd headlong, shalt thou fall, 

And crush'd breathe out thy life. O soft embrace, 811 

And to thy mother dear ! O fragrant breath ! 

In vain I swathed thy infant limbs ; in vain 

I gave thee nurture at this breast, and toil'd 

Wasted with care. If ever, now embrace, 816 

Now clasp thy mother ; throw thine arms around 

My neck, and join thy cheek, thy lips to mine. 

Why, O ye Grecians, studying barbarous ills, 

Why will you kill my son ? He hath not wrong*d you. 

Daughter of Tyndarus, but not of Jove, 820 

From many fathers must I deem thee sprung, 

From Vengeance first, -then Hate, from Slaughter, 

Death, 
And all the ills earth breeds ; for ne'er from Jove 
Durst I pronounce thy birth. Thou fatal pest 
To many Phrygians, and to many Greeks, 826 

Perdition seize thee ; by thy beauteous eyes 
Thou vilely bast destroyed the realms of Troy. 
Here, take him, bear him, hurl him from the height, 
If ye must hurl bim ; feast upon bis flesh ; 
For from the gods hath ruin fallen on us : 890 

We have no power to save my child from death. 
Coyer this wretched body, wrap it close, 
Cast it into your galley ; for I come 
To glorious nuptials, baying lost my son. 
. Cho. Unhappy Troy, what numbers hast thaila&i 



276 EURIPIDES. 

Through one Tile woman, and her hateful bed ! 836 

And. Forbear, my son, forbear thy fond embrace 
Of thy afflicted mother : go, ascend 
The summit of those towers, thy father's once ; 
There leave thy life, for so hath Greece decreed. 840 
Take him : fit herald of this deed is he, 
Who knows no touch of pity or of shame, 
But rather to your mandate gives assent. 

Hec. O child ! O son of my unhappy son! 
We of thy life, beyond our thoughts, are reft, 845 
I and thy. mother 1 What can I, poor boy % 
What can I do for thee, but smite this head, 
And beat this breast ? That we can give thee, that 
Is in our power. Ah me ! what griefs for Troy 
I suffer, what for thee ! Is there an ill 850 

We have not ? What is wanting to the woes, 
Which all the dreadful band of Ruin brings ? 

HECUBA, CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Thou, lord of Salamis, where love 

The honey- gathering bees to rove ; 

Thou, who didst hold thy island-seat 855 

Around whose rocks the billows beat ; 

Whose hallow'd mounds first boast to show, 

Ranged down their sloping sides, the olive bough, 
Of blue-eyed Pallas heavenly crown, 
And glory of her polish'd town : . 860 

Thou, with Alcmena's son, whose hand 
Grasp'd the strong bow, held'st high command. 

Thy soul, like his, to glorious action bold, 
To Troy, O Telamon, to Troy, 
Our rampired city to destroy, 865 

Thou earnest, from Greece thou earnest in times of old. 
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ANTISTROPHE I. 

When, raging for tbe steeds denied, 

Of Greece he led the blooming pride ; 

Where Simois pours his beauteous flood, 

The hero's barks at anchor stood ; 870 

Dauntless he leap'd upon the strand, 

His bow and arrows grasping in his hand : 
Laomedon, with wild affright, 

Mark'd how they wing'd their slaughtering flight 
Though Phoebus squared each polish'd stone, 875 
The high-raised rampires are o'erthrown $ 

Around the ruddy flames devouring rise, 
And Troy a heap of ruin lies : 
Twice raged the spear around her walls, 

And twice with thundering sound the city falls. 880 

STROPHE II. 

In vain then at the golden bowls of Jove 
Hast thou thy honor'd place, 
Thy steps composed with sweetest grace, 
Presenting at the feast divine 
To heaven's high king the sparkling wine : 885 
Vain, Dardan boy, thy glorious charge above ; 
For war and wasting flames destroy, 
Sunk to the ground, thy native Troy. 
The sea-wash'd shores around 
Loud cries and shrieks resound, 890 

As for her young when the poor bird complains, 

And anguish swells her strains : 
Their husbands some, and some their sons deplore ; 
Their mothers some, with age that bow, 

Lament with pious wo. 895 

Thy brimmed baths are now no more ; ' 

A silent waste the circus lies, 
Once thy loved scene of manly exercise ; 
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But thou, the throne of Jove beside, 
Blooming in all youth's roseate pride, 900 

Sweetly serene dost woo each Grace 
To give new beauties to thy face.: 
Yet Priam's realms lie waste, a desert drear. 
Beneath the Grecian spear. 

ANTISTROPHE 11. 

O Love, O Love, that to the seats of Troy, 005 

Thy gently-glowing fire 
Kindling in heavenly breasts desire, 
Didst once direct thy pleasing flight, 
To what a splendid, stately height, 
(Whilst gods her dear alliance sought with joy,) 010 
Didst thou exalt her glorious fame ! 
Now must thou bear another name ; 
No more joy-kindling Love, 
But the reproach of Jove. 
This fatal morn, with silver-waving wings 015 

Which light to mortals brings, 
Hath seen destruction wide its ravage spread, 
Hath seen the towers of Troy laid low 

Beneath the insulting foe. 
With offspring yet to bless her bed, 020 

Her husband from this land she bore ; 
The favor'd youth yon orient regions o'er 
Her four ethereal coursers bear, 
Placed by her in her golden car. 
Hence to thy country hope might rise, 925 

Graced with the favor of the skies : 
But all the love, which touch'd the gods with joy, 
Shrinks from the aid of Troy. 

MENELAUS, HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Men. O thou bright-beaming radiance of this sun, 
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Helen, in thee, my wife, these hands shall seize, 090 

After the many toils I have sustained, 

I, and the Grecian host. I came to Troy, 

Not for a woman, as some lightly think, 

But arm'd with vengeance 'gainst the man, who broke 

Each hospitable law, and from my house 035 

Bore, as his spoil, my wife. But the just gods 

He hath, his meed, he and his country fallen » 

Beneath the arms of Greece. The Spartan dame 

(For not with pleasure can my tongue pronounce 

Her name who was my wife, once was) I come 040 

To lead from hence ; for in this tent, among 

The other captive dames of Troy inroll'd, 

Is she detained : for they, whose toiling spear 

Achieved her, have presented her to me, 

To kill her, or, if such my will, to Greece 045 

Alive to lead her : but my purpose is 

The death of Helen to forbear at Troy, 

And bear her in my stout bark o'er the seas 

To Greece ; and there, in vengeance for my friends 

Who beneath Ilium died, to give her death, 050 

But, ye attendants, go into the tent ; 

Bring her forth, drag her by the hair with blood 

Deeply polluted : when the favoring winds 

Breathe in our sails, to Greece shall she be sent. 

Hbc. O Jove, who rulest the rolling of theearth, 
And o'er it hast thy throne, whoe'er thou art, 05 

The ruling mind, or the necessity 
Of nature, I adore thee : dark thy ways 
And silent are thy steps ; to mortal man 
Yet thou with justice all things dost ordain. 060 

Men. Why to the gods dost thou renew thy vows ? 

Hec. I praise thy resolution, Menelaus, ' 
If thou shalt kill thy wife : but fly her sA^\&t\ 
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She captivates the eyes of men, takes towns. 
Sets houses all on fire : such blandishments 966 

She hath to allure the soul ; I know her well, 
Thou know'st her, and all they that suffer by her. 

HELENA, MENELAUS, HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Hel. This is a prelude which may well cause fear ; 
For by thy servants, Menelaus, by force 
I from the tent am dragg'd. But little wants 970 

To assure me that I am detested by thee : „ 
Yet I would ask thee, by the states of Greece 
And thee touching my life what is decreed. 

Men. Justice hath not pronounced fix'd sentence on 
thee : 
But all the host of Greece, whom thou hast wrongM, 
Give thee to me, and thou by me shalt die. 976 

Hel. May I have leave 'gainst this to urge my plea, 
That, if I die, not justly \ shall die ? 

Men. Not to hold converse came I, but to kill thee. 

Hec. Yet hear her, Menelaus, nor let her die, 980 
Her bland excuse not urged : but to her plea 
Let me reply ; for of the ills in Troy 
Thou nothing know'st : but when I sum them all, 
From death no refuge shall be left to her. 

Men. This requires leisure ; yet if she would speak, 
She is ailow'd : but let her know thy words 986 

Gain her this leave ; no grace to her I grant. 

Hel. Let me or well or ill appear to speak, 
Thou no reply wilt haply deign me, [to Menelaus] 

deem'd 
An enemy : yet to the crime, of which 990 

I know thou wilt accuse me, [to Hecuba] I will make 
Reply, and to thy charge my pleas oppose, 
'Gainst thee my charge. She first, then, to these ills 
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Gave birth, when she gave Paris birth ; and next 
The aged Priam ruin'd Troy and thee, 995 

The infant not destroying, at his birth 
Denounced a baleful firebrand. Hear from thence 
What folio wM. Twixt the rival goddesses „ 
Paris was judge : from Pallas was hi* meed 
To lead the Phrygian arms, and conquer Greece ; 1000 
From Juno, if to her his voice adjudged 
The prize, to hold o'er Asia, and the bounds 
Of Europe his wide empire : but, my form 
Extolling, Venus promised to his arms' 
To give me, if in beauty she surpass' d 1005 

The other goddesses. Mark now the event. 
The prize is given to Venus ; and so far 
My nuptials profit Greece, you are not fallen 
Beneath barbarians, or a tyrant's sway ; 
Nor, to protect your country, stand in arms. 1010 

I, in what Greece is happy, am undone, 
i Sold for my beauty, and with cruel taunts 
Reviled for what my head deserves a crown. 
But thou wilt say that to an obvious charge 
I have not yet replied, that from thy house 1015 

I fled by stealth. Her son, for ruin born, 
Or Paris call'd or Alexander, came, 
And brought no feeble goddess in his train : 
Him, thou, most worthless, leaving in thy house, 
From Sparta didst thou hoist thy sails for Crete. 1020 
Well : what ensued, of thee I will not ask, 
But of myself. What could induce my thought, 
My country, for a stranger, and my house 
Betray'd, to follow him ? Thy vengeance rouse 

994 This alludes to the dream of Hecuba, when pregnant 
with Paris, that she had brought forth a firebrand. The pro- 
phets were consulted, and foretold that the child would 
prove the destruction of his country. 
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Against the goddess, and be thou than Jove 1025 

More potent : he o'er other gods bears rule, 

But is her slave : I then may pardon find. 

But hence against me thou mayst urge a charge 

Of specious argument : when Paris died, 

And low in earth was laid, behoved me then, 1030 

Since by no god my nuptials then were wrought, 

To leave his house, and to the Grecian ships 

To come. On this I earnestly was bent : . 

Witness, ye guards who kept the gates, and you, 

Who, stationed on the walls, held careful watch, 1036 

How oft you found me from the battlements 

With ropes Attempting to slide down by stoalth : 

But this new husband seizing me by force, 

Deiphobus, the Trojans much averse, 1039 

Held me his wife. How then can justice doom me 

To die! With justice how can I be slain 

By thee my husband, since he wedded me 

By force ? Thus from my house was I a slave, 

Sold for the prize of conquest. If thou aim 1044 

To exceed the gods in power, the thought is folly. . 

Gho. Defend thy children, and thy country, queen; 
Refute her glozing speech : her words are fair, 
Her actions foul : in this much danger lies. 

II EC. The goddesses my voice shall first defend, . . 
And show that she unjustly charges blame 1050 

On them : for Juno never will I deem, 
Or virgin Pallas, to such frensy sunk, 
That Argos to barbarians she would sell, 
Or Pallas to the Phrygians e'er enslave . 
Her favorM Athens, who in sportive mood 1055 

And dainty dalliance to Ida came, 
For form contesting. Whence this strong desire 

1044 Sold to Paris by Venus, for the prize of beauty ad- 
judged to that goddess. 
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In royal Juno of superior charms ? 

Was it to win a greater lord than Jove ! 

Did Pallas, of her father who had ask'd 1000 

To keep her virgin purity unsoil'd, 

Flying connubial rites, aim now to obtain 

The nuptials of some god? Forbear to charge 

These goddesses with folly, to set off 

Thy own misdeeds ; no credence with the wise 1065 

Wilt thou acquire. But Venus, thou hast said, 

(High subject this for laughter) with my son 

Came to the house of Menelaus. At rest 

In heaven remaining, could she not have brought her, 

And ev'n Amyclse, had she pleased, to Troy ? 1070 

My son was with surpassing beauty graced ; 

And thy fond passion, when he struck thy sight, 

Became a Venus ; for each foolish fondness 

To mortals is a Venus, and the soul 

Bereaves of reason : when thine eyes beheld him 1075 

Glittering in rich barbaric vests and gold, 

Thy passions were to madness soon inflamed. 

At Argos little hadst thou been with wealth 

Acquainted ; quitting Sparta, thou hadst hope, 1079 

The Phrygian state, flowing with gold, would yield 

Thy proud expense supplies ; nor could the house 

Of Menelaus within its narrow walls 

Give thy insulting vanities free scope. 

Well, let that pass. My son, thou say'st, by force ' 

Bore thee away: what Spartan of that force 1085 

Was sensible ? With what cries didst thou call 

Castor, thy brother, to thy aid, then strong 

In manhood's prime, then living, to the stars * 

Not then exalted ? When thou earnest to Troy, 

And, following close, the Grecians, raged the spear 

1070 Amyclce, a town of Laconia, where Tyndarus resided* 
This is spoken in contempt. 
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In conflict fierce ; whene'er Lb arms obtain'd 1091 

Aught of advantage, Menelaus thy praise 

Extoll'd, to grieve my son, in that his love 

Met with a potent rival ; if success 

Favor'd the Trojans, he was nothing then. 1095 

Thine eyes were fix'd on Fortune ; this thy care, 

To follow her ; to Virtue thou wouldst pay 

No homage. Yet with ropes didst thou attempt 

(Such is thy plea) down from the walls to slide 

By stealth, as if detained against thy will. 1100 

By whom wast thou surprised in act to fix 

The pendent rope, or point the sharpened sword ? 

This would a woman of a generous soul, 

Who sorrowed for her husband lost, have done. 

Yet much did I admonish thee, and oft, — , 1105 

* Leave, O my daughter, leave us : other wives 

My sons shall wed : I to the Grecian ships 

Will send thee secretly, that war no more 

'Twixt Greece and us may rage/ To this thy heart 

Was much averse ; still in thy husband's house 1110 

Thy insolence of grandeur wouldst thou hold, 

Imperious still from thy barbaric train 

Claim prostrate adoration : there thy pride 

Found rich supplies ; from thence didst thou come 

forth 
Gorgeously vested, and the same bright sky 1 1 15 

View with thy husband, O detested wretch ! 
When it became thee, with thy garments rent, 
Humble, and cowering, and thy tresses shorn, 
To have appear 'd, and for thy former faults 
To veil thy shameless pride with modesty. 1120 

But, Menelaus, that thou mayst know what end 
My words would have, give Greece a glorious crown 
By killing her, and this thy law confirm 
To other women ; — * She vrtvo tatettafcrc? 
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Her husband, faithless to his bed, shall die/ 1125 

Cho. O, for the honor of thy ancestors 
And of thy house, punish thy wife ; from Greece 
Take this vile woman, this reproach, away ; 
And show thy generous spirit to thy foes. 

Men. In this thy sentiment accords with mine ; 1130 
That willingly she left my house, and sought 
A foreign bed ; and, to set off her plea, 
Is Venus introduced. Go, where with stones 
Thou shalt be crush'd ; and in one hour repay 
The Grecians for their tedious toils, by death, 1 136 
That thou mayst learn ne'er to disgrace me more. 

Hel. Low at thy knees a suppliant I beg thee, 
To me impute not what the gods have done 
Amiss. Ah, do not kill me ; pardon me. 

Hec. Thy brave associates in this wasteful war, 
Whom she hath slain, (I beg thee for their sake, 1141 
And for my children's,) do not thou betray. 

Men. Forbear, age-honor'd lady ; for of her 
I have no heed. Tou, who attend me, hence 
To the bark bear her : she shall sail for Greece. 1146 

Hec. Let her not enter the same bark with thee. 

Men. Why? Is the freight more heavy than be- 
fore? 

Hec. He is no lover, who not always loves. 

Men. That every thought of love may be dis- 
charged, 
Thy will shall be complied with : the same bark 1160 
With me she shall not enter. Not amiss ' 

Is thy monition. When she comes to Greece, 
For her vile deeds as vilely shall she die, 
And teach all other women to be chaste, 
No easy lesson : yet her death with fear 1166 

Shall strike their folly, be they worse than she. 
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HECUBA, CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 

STROPHE I. 

So, to the Grecian arms a prey. 

The temple Ilium's height that crown'd, 

The altar breathing odors round, 

O Jove, dost thou betray ; 1100 

The flames of holy sacrifice, 
The clouds of incense wreathing to the skies. 

The towers of Pergamus, that rose 

A sacred rampire 'gainst the foes ; 

The darksome, ivy-vested woods, 1 166 

The woods that wave on Ida's brow, 
Down whose steep sides the cool translucent floods 
In mazy channels flow ; 

The height, which first the sun's bright ray 
Impurples with the orient beams of day. 1170 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

Ah, banish M is each solemn rite : 

The sacred choirs, with tuneful song, 

Echoing thy hollow rocks among, 
No more shall charm the night : 

No more thy summits shall behold 1175 

The forms of gods that breathe in sculptured gold : 

On thee the full-orb'd moon no more 

Shall Phrygia's hallow'd sports restore. 

O king, in yon ethereal skies 

High-throned who holdst thy sovereign state, 1180 
Will in thy soul no gentle pity rise 
For Troy '8 unhappy fate, 

Sunk to the dust her tower'd head, 
As wide the raging flames their ravage spread! 
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STROPHE 11. 

Dear to my soul, my wedded lord, 1185 

Fallen, fallen beneath the slaughtering sword. 

Nor cleansing bath nor decent tomb 

Was thine ; but in the Stygian gloom 

Wanders thy melanchy ghost. 

But me the bark that ploughs the main, 1190 

Wing'd with her swelling sails, shall bear 

To Argos, famed for steeds that whirl the car ; 

Where by the laboring Cyclops rise 

The rampired walls that brave the skies. 

My children, now a friendless train, 1195 

Wailing with sighs and tears their fate, 

Call on their mother in the gate : 

Their mother from their eyes the Grecian host 

In the black vessel bear away, 

And dash with oars the foaming sea; 1200 

To sacred Salarais they sweep, 

Or where the Isthmus o'er the deep 

Stretches its head, and views with pride 

An ocean rolling 'gainst each side : 

Where Pelops in the rocky strait 1205, 

Fix'd in old times his royal seat. ,v 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

On the detested bark, the waves 

In the wide ocean when she braves, 

May the loud thunder's deepening roar 

Fierce its tempestuous fury pour ; 1210 

And, kindled by Idaean Jove, : *•• 

The forked lightning's bickering flame, 
In haughty triumph as she rides, ; 
Fall on her deck, and pierce her rifted sides : 
For me from Ilium, bathed in tears, 1215 

From my loved country far she bears, 

A slave to some proud Grecian dame. 
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Reflecting Helen's winning grace, 
The golden mirror there hath place, 
At which the virgins joy their charms to improve. 
Ne'er may she reach the. Spartan shore, 1221 

Her household gods ne'er Tisit more, 
Through Pitane ne'er proudly pass, 
Nor through Minerva's gates of brass; 
For Greece, through all its wide domains, 12*25 
With shame ber fatal marriage stains ; 
And gives, through scenes of bitterest wo, 
The streams of Simois to flow. 

Alas ! in quick succession o'er this land 

Ills roll on ills. Behold, ye Trojan dames 1230 

Oppress'd with woes, the dead Astyanax, 

Thrown by the ruthless Grecians from the towers. 

TALTHYBIUS, HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Tal. One vessel, royal Hecuba, yet waits 
To plough the deep, the treasures that remain, 
Selected for Achilles' son, to bear 1235 

To Phthia's shore : the youthful chief is gone, 
Inform'd of some calamities, which late 
Have fallen on Peleus, that Acastus, son 
Of Pelias, hath driven him from his realms : 
On this, with quicker speed than if the time 1240 

Allow'd delay, he sail'd, and with him bore 
Andromache, who from mine eyes wrung tears 
At her departure, for her country such 
Her mournful sighs, and such at Hector's tomb 
Her invocations : earnest her request 1245 

To thee, that her dead child, who from the tower 
Fell and expired, thou in the earth wouldst lay, 

1223 Pitane is a town on the banks of Eurotas. 

12Z4 This temple of Minorca at Sparta is often mentioned. 
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Thy Hector's son, and this brass-plated shield, 

The terror of the Grecians, which his father 

Before his breast once raised ; that to the house 1250 

Of Peleus, nay, to the same chamber, where 

Andromache, the mother of this child, 

Must mount the nuptial bed, she may not bear it, 

To sorrow at its sight : but for the chest 

Of cedar, for the marble tomb, in this 1255 

That thou wouldst bury him ; conjuring me 

To give him to thy arms, that with what robes 

And crowns thy present fortune yields thee means, 

Thou her dead son wouldst grace, since she is gone, 

And her lord's haste allow'd her not to give 1200 

Her dear child to the tomb. When thou hast dress'd 

The body with what ornaments thou mayst, 

The earth will we heap on him ; then we sail. 

With thy best speed what is enjoin'd thee do : 

From one toil I have freed thee ; passing o'er 1265 

Scamander's stream, the body I have bathed, 

And wash'd its wounds : but now I go to sink 

Deep in the earth his place of sepulture, 

That with more speed, with what thou hast in charge 

My toil concurring, we may sail for Greece. 1270 

HECUBA, CHORUS. 

Hec. Place the orb'd shield of Hector on the 
ground, 
A mournful sight, nor pleasing to mine eyes. 
Why, O ye Grecians, who in arms excel 
More than in generous minds, why have you wrought, 
Fearing this child, a slaughter, to this hour 1275 

Unheard of? Was it lest the time might come 
When he might raise fallen Troy? There was no 

cause : 
Ev'n when my Hector shone in prosperous arms^ 
eurip. vol. u. ^ 
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And thousands with him shook the purple spear, 

We perish'd : since the vanquish'd city sunk 1280 *' 

Yonr prey, and in the war the Phrygian force 

Was wasted, such an infant could you fear? \ 

The fear, which reason disavows, I blame. 

O, thou most dear, how hapless was thy death ! 

Hadst thou in manhood's prime, the nuptial bed 1285 

Possessed, and high, imperial, godlike power, 

Died for thy country, happy hadst thou been, 

If aught of these be happy : now, my child, 

These to thine eyes presented and thy thought, 

Thou, didst not taste, nor aught of what thy house 

Contain'd enjoy. Ah me, how wretchedly 1291 

Thy father's walls ! the towers by Phoebus raised, 

Have rent the crisped ringlets from thy head, 

Which thy fond mother cherish'd, nor withheld 

The frequent kiss ! But now, the bones all crush'd, 

The slaughter riots, to abstain from words 1296 

Of harsher utterance. Ah, these bauds, whose joints 

Once the dear image of thy father's bore, . 

Now lie with loosen'd nerves ! O thou dear mouth, 

Which utterMst many a sprightly pleasantry, 1900 

How art thou mangled ! Where thy promise now, 

Which once thou niadest me, hanging on my robes? 

' O mother/ didst thou say, ' these clustering locks 

Will I for thee cut off, and to thy tomb 

With my companions bear them, hailing thee 1305 

With dear address.' Such honors now to me 

Thou dost not pay ; but thee, unhappy child, 

Dead in thy early bloom, must I inter, 

Old, of my country, of my children reft. 

Ah me ! are all my fond embraces, all 1310 

My nursing pains to lull thy infancy 

To sleep, thus lost ? and on thy tomb what verse, 

Thy death declaring, shall the bard inscribe ? 



\ 
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' This child the Grecians (for they fear'd him) slew :' 

A yerse, recording the disgrace of Greece. 1315 

But of thy father's wealth though reft, his shield 

Shall yet he thine, and on its plated brass 

Thou shalt he laid in the earth. O thou, the fence 

Of Hector's nervous arm, thou hast, O shield, 

Lost thy best guardian 1 Yet how sweet to trace 1320 

The mark of his strong grasp, and on the verge 

Of thy high orb the sweat, which from his brows 

Amidst his toils oft dropp'd, when to his face 

Close he applied thee ! for the unhappy dead 

Bring what of ornament is left us now ; 1325 

For not to splendor hath the god assigned 

Our fortunes : but of what I have to grace thee 

Thou shalt receive. Of mortals, him I deem 

Unwise, who, thinking that his state is bless'd, 

Joys as secure : for Fortune, like a man 1330 

Distempered in his senses, this way now, 

Now that way leaps, inconstant in her course. 

No mortal knows stability of bliss. 

Cho. See, from the spoils of Troy their ready 
hands 1334 

Have brought thee ornaments to enwrap the dead. 

Hec. Thee, O my child, not victor with the bow 
O'er thy compeers, nor on the sprightly steed, 
(Customs held high by Phrygians manly sons,) 
Unwearied in the chase, thy father's mother 
Decks with these ornaments from treasures once 1340 
Thine own ; but Helen, by the gods abhorr'd, 
Hath rent them from thee, hath destroyed thy life, 
And all thy hapless house in ruins laid. 
. Cho. O, thou hast touch'd, O, thou hast touch 'd my 

heart, 
Thou, who wast once my city's mighty king ! 1345 

Hec. Around thy limbs I wrap these gorgeous vests 
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Of Phrygian texture, which thou shouldst have worn 

To grace thy nuptials with some noble bride 

Surpassing all the Asiatic dames. 

And thou, with conquests glorious, mother once 1350 

Of numerous trophies, be thou crown'd, loved shield 

Of Hector : for, not dying, with the dead 

Shalt thou be laid : with honors to be graced, 

Thee worthier than the arms of my new lord, 

The wise and base Ulysses, I esteem. 1355 

Cho. Ah bitter lamentation ! Thee, O child, 
Thee shall the earth receive. Thou, mother, raise 
The cry that wails the dead. 

Hec. My heart is rent. 

Cho. My heart too for thy dreadful ills is rent. 

Hec. Thy wounds with hands medicinal (ah me, 
Vain service !) will I bind. Among the dead 1361 
All that remains shall be thy father's care. 

Clio. Strike, strike thy head ; loud let thy hands 
resound. 
Ah me ! 

Hec. Ye females, dearest to my soul ! 

Cho. Give utterance, royal lady, to thy griefs. 1365 
-Hec. The gods intended nothing, but my woes, 
And hate to Troy, most ruthless hate. In vaiu 
The. victims at their altars then we slew : 
Yet from the heights above had not their power 
Encompass'd us, and low beneath the earth 1370 

Sunk us in ruin, by the Muse's voice 
We had not been recorded, nor the bards 
To latest ages given the lofty verse. 
Go, in the tomb lay the unhappy dead ; 
For, as becomes the shades below, with crowns 1375 
He is adorn'd : but little it imports 
The dead, I think, if any shall obtain 
Magnificent and costly, obsequies; 
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Vaiu affectation of the living this ! 

Cho. Ah, the unhappy mother, in thy life 1380 

Who wove her brightest hopes ! Though highly bless'd, 
As from illustrious parents thy rich stream 
Of blood deriving, dreadful was thy death* 

Hec. Alas, alas ! whom see I on the heights 
Of Ilium, blazing torches in their hands 1385 

Waving? Some fresh misfortune threatens Troy. 

TALTHYBIUS, HECUBA, CHORU8. 

Tal. Ye leaders of the bands, who have in charge 
To burn the town of Priam, from my voice 
Hear your instructions : idle in your hands 
No longer hold the flames, but hurl them ; spread 1390 
The wasting blaze ; that, Ilium low in dust 
O'crturn'd, we may with joy return to Greece. 
And you, (for now to you my speech is turn'd,) 
Ye Trojan dames, soon as the chiefs shall give 
The trumpet's sounding voice, go to the ships 1395 
Of Greece, that from this country you may sail. 
And thou, unhappy lady, worn with age, 
Follow; for from Ulysses these are come, 
To whom thy fortune sends thee hence a slave. 

Hec. O miserable me ! This is the last, 1400 

This is the extreme bound of all my ills. 
I from my country go ; my city sinks 
In flames. But haste, my aged foot, though weak, 
That I may yet salute the wretched town. 
O Troy, that once 'mongst the barbaric states 1405 
Stood 'st high aspiring, thy illustrious name 
Soon shalt thou lose, for thee the raging flames 
Consume ; and from our country us they lead, 
Now lead us slaves. Ye gods ! — but why invoke 
The gods? invoke^ before, they did not hear. 1410 
But bear me ; let me rush into the flames : 
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For this would be the greatest glory to me. 
With thee, my burning country, now to die. 

Tal. Unhappy, thou art frantic with thine ills. 
Lead her, nay, force her hence ; for to his hand, 1415 
Charged by Ulysses, I must give his prize. 

Hec. Wo, wo, wo, wo, intolerable wo ! 
O Jove, O sovereign lord of Phrygia's realms, 
Almighty sire, seest thou our miseries, 
Unworthy of the race of Dardanus ? 1420 

Cho. He sees, yet this magnific city, now 
No city, is destroyed : Troy is no more. 

Hec. O sight of horror ! Ilium blazes ; high 
O'er Pergamus the fiery deluge rolls, 
Rolls o'er the city, and its tower'd walls. 1425 

Cho. The glories of my country, ev'n as smoke, 
Which on light wings is borne aloft in air, 
By war are wasted ; all her blazing domes 
Are sunk beneath the flames and hostile spear. 1429 

Hec. O my dear country, fostering land, who gavest 
My children nurture! 

Cho. O unhappy land 1 

Hec. Hear, O my children, know your mother's 
voice ! 
• Cho. With mournful voice dost thou address the 

dead ; 
And throwing on the ground thy aged limbs, 
Dig with thy hands the earth. Behold, I bend 1435 
My knee with thine ; and, grovelling on the ground, 
Call our unhappy husbands laid beneath. 

Hec. Ah, we are borne, are dragg'd 

Cho. O, mournful voice ! 

Hec. Dragg'd to the house of slavery. 

Cho. From my country. 

Hec. O Priam, Priam ! thou indeed art fallen ; 1449 
Thou hast no tomb, no friend \ \>ut tf my woes 
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Thou know'st not, for black death bath closed thy eyes : 
By impious slaughter is the pious fallen ! . 

Cho. Ye temples of the gods,.and thou, loved town. 
Destruction from the flames and pointed spear 1445 
Is on you ; low on earth you soon will lie, 

•* Your glories vanished; for the dust, like smoke, 
On light wings mounting high, will leave my house 
An undistinguished ruin : ev'n thy name, 
My country, shall be lost: in different forms 1450 

Destruction comes on all : Troy is no more. 

, Hec. Heard you that dreadful crash? It was the fall 

Of Pergamus : the city rocks ; it rocks, 
And crush M beneath the rolling ruin sinks. 
My limbs, my trembling limbs, hence, bear me hence*.. 
Tal. Go to the wretched day of servile life. 1456/ 
Alas, unhappy city ! But from honco / 

Go ; to the Grecian ships advance thy steps. / 

^ ) 
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